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PROLOG U E. 
Spoke by Mr. HARLEY. 


| (PORE been ferv'd e'N thin our motley > ge, 
Repaity for various taftes—from-youth ro 

To lively Miſs, efcap'd from School and toil, 

Our ſperts have-oft beſtow'd, the infant ſmile, _-. .--: 
While the-ruda boy, from Weſtminſter or Eton, *' 
Who Rk ” and *' quizzes” one, where” er they meet. 


For a our brilliant Ballets drawn From Greece; _ 
Reſtore their Greek—-without a rad. a piece. f 
While tricks and tumbling honeft John-employ, — YN 
Who.drioks his, punch aloft, and fereams withjoy.. ” OY 
The wifes, #ll. r muſic, ſhakes and thrilling, A Tape | f 
Old maids; from, ſoft humanity, love killing:  _ i 
Each has. bis taſte ; for married life may fay, OT 1 
- Not oft? two-perſons think in the ſame Way. 
Our Bard, long known to you, this night makes | wP,. 
Of various beverage—a kind of cup; 
Of Muſic, Pantomine, and, graver cenes,. . 
Perhaps a caſh of terror imtervenes; 
Should not aHi theſe ſufficient change ſu 
i ou condemn-—there will be—. Frog. 
ut, Britons, while a neighbouring nation's ewes 
Have \ pread war wide, and made theſe—* fron 
Times,? 
Greet you, the moral virtues of the STaGe, 
Which haply may amend an erring age ; , 
'That Arts and Stiences may take their place, - 
That the domeſtic ties may. have their grace, 
The rights of ſweet humanity be known, 
And freedom fixed by law, reiga like your own! 


& 


Be” 


yk 


DRAM Tock PERSON A. 


Hilario, (flea to o Carter) , Mr, Liwete. 
Carlos, - *©* Mr. Pope. * Fg 
FraQioſo, (a man' in power atMefſion) Mr. Duich, 
Count Montoni (a Sicilian nobleman) Mr. Har ley. 
Montauban (Falconer to theCount)} My. [ncledon. 


Bernardo (Stewatd to ditto} Mr. M*Cready. 
Cloddy (a country fellow)  ' Mr. Fawcett. 

.. Valoury, (Servant to Carlos) Mr. Munden. ” 
Fiſherman, | =  » = ' Myr. Poxvell: 
Centinel, | = <= "Mr. Williamſon. : 
oujeans, Dungeon, ' Mr. Davenport. 


Captain of” Veſt, eg eB. br The: £20 


Julia, PI AT _y " mi” ans; 
Jaw, \'f FraQtioſo 5 Mrs, Mountain. 


Annette, (Conftantia' s waiting wo- <R 
man) - -- - . Mrs. Mattiachs. 


# 


a Peaſants, Guards, Anendants, &c. 


Scenz—-Meſſina and Parts atenr; afterwards on' 
the Coaſt of Calabria. 


The Myſteries of the Caſtle: 
DRAMATIC TALE. - - 


SCENE I.— -Fiew of the:City of Mess1na, the 
Bay, Mount Arna, Ec, tc. 


S$tcrLiaN GirLs coming from the Kills, going te 
Market with Eggs, Garden Herbs, Fruits, Oc. Sc. 


CHORUS. 


( Aeccompanied with Sicilian Inflruments.) 
_ CAILY tripping: to and fro" 
We. viilage maids to market. go, 
And with jeſt and jocund lay, 
| O it beguile the tedious way ; 
*Nor ſtop to'make”our ipurpoſe:/known, 
_ Dill we'verreavhed theideſtin)d-town. 


_ 


SO L.0, 
"Then- with {aile#:a0d court'ſy meet, 
Welcame: cuſtomers we grest; | 
' And our pittsnce to-improve, 
' Barter every thing but love. 
_B DUET 


/ 
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DUET and CHORUS. 
Feigned affeions, purchas'd darts, 
Hl aceord with virgin hearts 
There our innocence we prove, 
_ Barteripg love alone for love. 
' [Enecunt,-dancing-end ſinging, 


Enter VAaLouty. 


(4s they go off calls after them.) 
Valoury.—Holloa ! 'Damſels-! Stop a, little, -and 
'Pil eaſe you of your wares, I'll warrant you. Well, 
thank Heaven, we're arrived in a -chearful country 
at laſt. (/ooking about) Bleſs me ! What a charming 
air!! And what a charming appetite it gives one! 
I have ſcarcely (wallowed any thing but duſt for theſe 
three weeks, but here ends our tedious journey— 
Yonder is the city of Meſſina, and hard - by refides the 
man my maſter is in ſearch of —Why my maſter has 
left Savoy, to ſeek this interview with poor dead Ju- 
lia's jealous huſband, I am yet to . learn—Oh! Here 
he comes. | 


Enter CarLos. 


Carlos, —At length, Valoury, the hurry of travel- 
ling is over—you now will have time to recover your 
Faloury, Yes, Signor Carlos, and to loſe my appe- 
tite | hope ; -for the one is as irkſome 'a companion 
as the other. Es Ne InTS | 
Carles. Would my diftrefſes could be as eafily. re- 
moved as yours—The ſhade of my departed Julia 
haunts. me at every turn, and her injured memory 
calls aloud for-vengeance. 
Yoloury. A! Sir, if grief or reſentment could re- 
ſtore her to life, I'd ſtarve myſelf into a paſſion with 
pleaſure ; but as that is impoſlible, might I adviſe you, 
PINT Sts a3 ; -Signor, 


A PRAMATIC TALE. 3 


Signor, I ſhould recommend a temperate meal or two, 
before we proceed any further. 
Carlos, Temperate! Veloury, can anguiſh: inſup+ 
portable be: temperate! Liſten to the ttory.of my 
heart—That Julia, the hapleſs wife of the imperious 
Count Montoni, whom thou faw'ſt interr'd at Paler- 
mo 
Valoury. And a melancholy fight it was, Signor 
Carlos—1I remember I was juft fitting down to an 
excellent barbacue, ſmoaking hot, when the proceſ- 
ſron paſſed the window ; but ſo it is, whenever a 
man is upon the point of being. happy, ſome curſed 
thing or other always interferes to chill his proſpetts, 
 Carles. Think, Valoury, of an attachment begua 
almoſt in childhood, and improved with growing 
years ; When love's ſoft wiſhes were ſanQtioned by 
reaſon, and dear expeQation nouriſhed by conſenting 
friends. ps | | b | 
| Valoury. What: then was the cauſe of your lofing 
wr ds 
Carlos. Her father's avarice and ambition, This 
oud, indignant Lord, the Count Montoni, with 
arge bofſeſlions, and extended power, was captivated 
with my Julia's blooming charms, and, do I live to 
repeat it, tore her from me in the inoment when 
the was to haye.been mine for ever. 
 PFaluury. But how came the Lady to conſent ? 
Carlos. There thou baſt touched the cord of an- 
guiſh in my breaſt ; that drove me from my native 
home, to ſeek in ſolitude a calm, which, alas, Va- 
loury, thy maſter's heart can never moie experience ;z - 
that brings me back again on the wings of rage, and 
vengeance, to demand atonement for the wrongs too 
great to be endured. [With great energy, 
FValoury. Bleſs me, Sir! Has any thing happened 
aesy | GN | 
Carlos. Yes; from the amiable Conſtantia, the 
only ſurviving ſiſter of my hapleſs love, | learn by pa- 
peis found fince her deceaſe, that the moſt infernal 
arts were put in praQice by the Count and his adhe- 
2 rents, 


Dr 
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_ rents, to bend the' timid fair-one to their” cruel pur- 
pole. 
PFaloury, Mercy on me! My hair ſtands'orr end. 
* They hinted too at Palermo, that the Lady's death 
_ was ſudden and extraordinary. 
_ Carlos. By bafeſt forgery ſhe'was induced to be- 
lieve | had already been wedded to another. 

Valoury. To'another indeed'! As if Gentlemen of 
your prudent turn of mind, did not'think one wife at 
a time quite ſufficient, 

Carlos. But the hour'of retribution is at hand ; 
meanwhile bear this letter to' Conftantia—Her father, 
old FraQtiofo, is one of the: Chief” Magiſtrates inthe 
city. I would on no account that he ſhoult' hear of 
my return ; therefore be careful to deliver it into her 

own hands, 

Valoury. Truft it to me, Signor, and Dad' ſhall 
knaw no more of the buſineſs, than an_ Ex-minifter 
does of the Cabinet, or a faſhionable huſband of his 
wife's bed chamber. 

Carlvs, From her you may learn tidings of my 
frieds, Hilario, whoſe return from Germany: F ex» 

| pe aboutthis time z and I know, notwithſtanding 
her father's obſtinate prohibition, Conftentis i is not ins 
ſenfible' to his deſerts. _ 

Yelkury. And a charming Gentleman he is; EP? 

he were here—his chearfulnefs would dive away 

- oe honour's melancholy—forrows with him; is 
ike a bad Signet, it ſqueezes the ſurface; bur leaves 

no impreſſion. [Sound of hor ws. 

Carlos. Hark ! Here come the Falconers with their 
Hawks—we muſt not be feen, retire—be expeditious, 

and meet me at the Hotel. 

© Palury. At the Hotel—ah ! Sir, you need 'not 
doubt my expedition ; for ſure no love fick- girÞ in 
Europe.can be more ſharp fet than is your honor's 
veiy hungry, hunble {ervant- [Exennt ſeverally. 


| Enter 


A DRAMATIC TALE. | 5 


Enter MoNnTauBaNx in a Falconer's dreſs, with | 
Ae Hoyt, wavy, Oc. TS 


a Demand 


A train of Sportſmen all in ſhewy apparel, with bigh 


'- plumes of feathers.  _. 


5 SONG.—MonTavuan. 


Heighlo! Heighlo! The morning is up, | | 

And the gallant Falconers abroad ; | 

We've each of us. had a ſtirrupping cup, | 

- And of game we'll bring home a load— + 
Uncouple the Spaniele, and let the dogs try, 

; See the partridge there on the wing ; ſ 

| Quick, quick ! Jolly Falconer, let the hawks fly, . ! 

____ Tis @ pleaſure fit for aking. | | 
Then mark the ſwift Hawk——ſee him now make his ſtoop, | 
Ah.! Down goes the game! 'Ca!l him in «then! Lalevp! La | 
leup!_ ” | 


INE A; 
Barons of old, and Princes-ſo-high, . 
Laved Hawking as their lives; 
The health of the field, and the Falconer's cry, 
- © Drown'deven the pipes of their wives: - 
| Our Hawks, they are a Gallantie ſhow, 
_ With rings and feathers ſo fine; 
The: Falconer laughs zt ſports below, 
And cries, © the air is mine !'* 
What Sportſmen to joys then interior wou'd ſtoop, 


© 


When the ſummit of ſporting is Hawking! La leup ! La levup!- 


Enter Count: MonTon::-. 


_ Count, Mont:uban, draw near ; thy aQiivity and di- 
ligence are commendable—are the Hawks ſtrong and 
eager ? "25 F.4 ; Cs 

Montauban. Well, my Lord—no doubt we ſhall. 
have ſport. | | 

Count Methinks I ſhall not fport to-day—dciſmiſs - 
thy followers a while—I- would coofer with thee in 

private. | [The train go off. 

B 3 Maontauban. 
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 Montauban. How ſhall your vaſfal repay this con- 
. deſcenſion ? TONE | ITS, 
Count. Thou know'ft Annette, I. think, Conſtan- 
tia's woman. 
 Montauban. 1 do,.my Lord. | I 
Count, And toy*ſt with her occaſionally ? 
 Montauban. The damſel has charms, and I admire 
them, nothing. more. Re 4F Sy : 
Cornt, 1] do not mean to chile thee, gentle Mon- 
tauban, nor thwart thy amorous purſuits—they may, 
_ perchance, enable thee to do te ſervice. 
. Montauban. O ! Let me fly to execute your com- 
mands. _ | [5 
Count. Then, thus it is. I have reafon to ſuſpet 
that Conflantia holds feetet corr:ſpondetice with Car- 
los, my avowed, and mortal foe.z the man who in 
Jife's childiſh, thoughtleſs hour, ſtole. my wife's af- 
feQions; for whoſe ſake ſhe ſhun'd my embraces, 
and notwithſtandiag her father forced her to be mine, 
with-held from 'me a hufband's lawful rights, and 
_—_— ſullen veſtal ſhe had lived.  _ 
ontauban. You aſtoniſh me, my Loid— | 
Count. Exert thy influence with this forward 
waiting womfn z careſs, cajole, do' any thing thou 
canſt to diſcover, if poſhbte, theſe dark proceedings ; 
for know, thy maſter's peace, his fame, his honor, 
nay, his life may be at ſtake, _ 
Montauban, Forbid it Heaven! Crs 
Count. Hiſt thou ſeen Bernardo, my truſty Stew- 
ard lately? | 
Montauban.”Ner theſe two days as I think—be 
ſeemed wrapt up in thought, and deeply penfive. 
Count, Did he ſo? I 660 not wonder at it; for in- 
deed, I dre:d his preſence. (affde.) He hay done 
me fignal ſervice, and I mean, as ſuits my charaQter 
* and ftation, to-give him due reward, 
 Montauban, Your Loreſhip's ever bountiful and 
: Count. | thought to have met him here<he will 
fipt be tardy to attend—1 tremble at the interview 
yet how avoid it—it ſhall be fo (affde), tho? ng A 
0 


bl 


ds is deferving of my warmeſt gratitude, yet the load 


of obligation bears fo hard upon my nature, I cannot,. 


will not ſee him face to Face, till opportunity affa;d 
him ample recompences 2: 
. Montauban. .Such ever is the caſe with noble 
otter opment 
Count. Do thou go forward—meet him on the way 
—pive him this ring, as earneft of my friendſhip— 


tell him we fſhafl meet. anon—meanwhile hel] reſt” 


aſſured, my favour ſhall go hand in hand with his 
deſert to lateſt life—haſte thee, good Mentauban. 
We obs [ "Me 
_ Count. (alone) Right glad I am this meeting is 
awhile delay'd ; for tho” 1 haye gone too far to reced 
tho? injured hy and, wounded _ honor, deman 
from the offender due explanation ; amd though I am 
certain Bernardo has uſed eveiy precapHon to ſecure 
us from diſcovery, yet ſuch Hes the weat. workings 
of my mind, there is a_ ſomething which I cannot 
ſhake off, that makes me thadder at the thought of 
ſeeing him. a DIes , [LCoing, 


- #: 


Carles. Pardon me, Count Montoni, if I thus in- 
trude upon your privacy, and dare to interrupt your 
pragrefin. NS; eras 

Count Ha! My deteſted rival. (afide) 1 fee you 
dare inyade the privilege of decorum, and intrude 


- 


wpon me like a lawleſs robber. LY 
Carlss. Spare your opprobrious epithet—it recoils 
upon yourſelf—who wa'ft that robb'd me of my 
| heart's beſt joy ? ' The lod. companion of my ear] 
years—the alletted _ partner of niy future life? Who 
was't that baſely praftiſed on a-timid female, and in 
conjunQion with a ſordid partner,- led her to yro- 
ounce unwilling vows, and meanly triumphed o'er a 
forced" confent ? wy NT, 
.. Count. 1 ſcorn your imputation, and-deſpiſe your 
vanity ; thus idle coxcombs, when their ſchemes are 


| baffled, 


| Bite Cation, |, 


= 


| 
| 
A 
| 


\ 
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baffled, and thelight froth that latters giddy girls, are 
in more. ripen'd years ſeen through and flighted, they 
know not how to bear their humbled pride, but fly to 
falſehood and abuſe for ſhelter. 

 Carles, Infamous evaſion ! 

' Count. Go—learn to check this habit of conceit;. 
learn to endure the freaks of female minds.; and con- 
deſcend to think, the gallant Carlos, tho? in the zenith 
of his youth's career, may ſometimes. ſuffer. from a 
jitiog miſtreſs, while. men, with leſs deſert, may ig 
more fortunate. 

Carlos _ Your. levity, Count Montoni, i Is contempt- 
ible, and your, infi nuation ungenerous as unjult—did I 
not, ſoon as I heard the gentle maid had yielded to 
bs ſolicitation, and; as [| then thought, from world- 

motives, abandoned the heart ſhe once had deigned 

to prize ; did 1'not tear myſelf from my- friends, my 
fawily, my home, quit the fond ſcenes where I had. 
been fo bleſt, and with,'a boſom bleeding at every - 
pore, leave you to the Lanrerrupred enjoyment. of - 
your-nuprial happineſs ? 

Count. Why then return to brave me nnprovok: - 
ed, and interrupt domeſtic grief? My wife'is now no 
more ;. you. can no longer. plume yourſelf upon her. 
favour, or attack the ſacred honour of a huſband. 

Carlos, . Heaven .grant me patience! Muſt 1 then 
repeat the wrongs-thou haſt'done me, and ſting thy 
hardened boſom with'reproach ? 

Count. Go on—['m. proof gue a ruffian' s foul 
inveive, 

Carlos. {Draws.) Draw then, and with ' thy . 

» ſword defend, what, with” [thy tongue, thov. can'ſt 
not. 
* Count. Fiz well Tam prepared elſe had thy mur- 
derous intent been gratifir [Drawing, 
Carlos. Baſe Boderett But words are aſcites” 
I come not to remonſttate, but to punith, _ 
Count. Have at thee they, Re as thou art !* 


179 Aehe. 


Enter 


A DRAMATIC. TALE. « 5 


|  Aater BERNARDO- 


Bernarda, What do:Þ ſea? My Lord, my-Lord 
—is:this the- method -to:ſecure-your wiſhes:? 

Count. Bernardo ! ( /ints: hass. ſaword:). Then I 
muſt pauſe—no POR. on pals but thee could ſtay 
my arm, 

Carlos, 1 ſee you are now added ; Sos mark 
me; Connt' ; my; juſtice ſhall not ſeep till treachery 
hike-thine, ſeel the: reſentment it deſerves. [Exit, 

Count. (Speaking after him) Take my defiance 
with. thee, Bernardo, thou art welcome! Indeed 
_ art; I did not' think: we ſhould have met {6 

00N, 

- BHernardo; Not: fo foon, my Lord ! I came hither 
by your own appointment: 

- - Count; True: Eſent's meſfage to thee by "Wy 
tzxuban, but:no-matter—thjs:rencontre has determined 
me—we have'no-timetoloſe—T had! fome:compunc- 
tion ; but now rage and jealouſy reſume their ſway: 

| Bernardo, Let them'not tranſport you too! far— 
we have hitherto proceeded with diſcretion ; but 
eaution-ftill is neceffary; 

Count... | The! faneral at Palermo- will my fuſpt- 
Cion, | 

© Bernardo; No doubt, my' End: It will=but this 
intruder, Carlos, muſt be guarded' azainſt. 

Ceunt. Vile mifcreant | His efficious return has 
fixed my wavering reſolution, and neived niy trem- 
bling hand—to-night, at the caſtle let us meet, 

Bernardo, We will, my Lord. | 

Count. Provide thee a toich==a ſpade—the ag- 
ger ſhall be' mine. 

 Bernards, F ſhall not fail. 

Count, (Gives bim a Caſket. } My truſty. Ber-- 
nardo, take this'c.ſker, it contains jewels that be- 
longed to—what ſhall f term her? 'T hey now are 
* yours—T anr fefolyed—Oh love ! what art thou to 
revenge"! ! [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE MH. 


A Room in Fractiogo's \Nouſe—Large fov's in back 
© Io window likewiſe, with | dreſſing 
"0 te. Tc. under it. 


Enter Fracrioso and An NETTE.” | 


 Fradiieſs. Hah]. What—when-—how=—e: tall 
Taw boned fellow, you ſay, will come into my houſe, 
whether I will or no.. © 

Annette. . Yes; and will pE4 wy young Lady, 
whether you will or no, and will ſhake you by the fiſt, 
whether you will or no. 


Fradioſe, And he ſhall fee! my-filt too, if he dare 
incroach upon my premiſes, . 


Annette. $0 [told bim z but it Ggnified nothing 


—Says I, my Maſter, though a ſweet-tempered, ſweet» 
Ipoken, good kind of a gpo&-looking old yootior 


.  Frafioſo, Pooh! - What fi niſies all this foolery ? 


Annette. Not much, indeed, for. he would not 
believe a ſyllable.—What then, ſays 1, I ſuppoſe you 
think he 1s & little foyr faced, cro grained, PRs 
pettilh, furly, avaricious— 

- Frad8ieſe. Hold your larum, do, Mrs. Minx, and 
come to the. point at once. - 

Annette. Well, isn't this. coming-to. the point at 
once? - 

Fradtioſo. You ſay he has ſomething to COMMU e 
nicate— W hat fort of a perſon is he ? 

Annette. He looks like a fervant.. 

 Fradtioſe. Ay, an humble ſervant, I ſuppoſe. - 

Annette. Humble indeed !: I never ſaw a ſaucier 


fellow tince } was born ;. he treats me with no more 


reſpe&; than if IT had been his equal, | 
Frad#ioſo. You are not his inferior in pertneſs, that 
I can warrant —Where is be all this time ?. 
Annette, 


” 4 4 
\ 


_ 
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Annette. Below in the pantry, ſtuffing himſelf 
with a brace of . the beſt partridges in the whole lar- 
date. 2 Vogs 
| Frafioſo. Hal what—deyouring wy property— 
Run, Annette, fetch. him-before me -this inſtant. 

| | EE og toe 22 2 TAC det; 
Partridges, forſooth! Zounds! he's the moſt impu- 
dent marauder I ever knew—to. plunder the garriſon, 
before a parley can take place. nt) 


Enter ConsTawTia. 


Conſtantia. Dear Sir, what is the matter? Has 
any thing happened to diſconcert you?” 
Fradioſo. Any thing! Yes, every thing !-—-I am 
vexed—teazed—threatened—eat up alive. ._ 
Conſtantia. Mercy on me! who can have done 
all this? _ DER 2 Sno 
Fradttioſo, Who? A man—and he would do as 
much*for-you, if. he could get at you. _ £4 
Conflantia. A man !—Pray don't be alarmed on 
my account, Pll face the danger. Y £ 
Frafigh No doubt you would—You have face 
enough for any thing—I-dare fay he'd- like a young 
Chicken as well as a partridge—but I'll take care to 
| damp his appetite—Oh! here he comes—Do you, 
Conſtantia, ſtand at that end of the room. 


Enter AnneTTE, and VaLoury gnawing a. bone, 


and walking up to F RACTIOSO in .an impudent 
.manner. | 


'Falung. 'I -never taſted a better bird in all my 
"life. C0 : 
Fraftioſo. Keep your diſtance, fellow. | 
[Walking from him, and putting Conflantia away. 
Vahoury. What, you are the Lord of the Manor, 
I preſume. —Do you want a game- keeper ? 


Frafioſo. Tl ſoon let you know what you want— 
A magiſtrate. 


«Faloury, Ob, ho! You're a magiſtrate, .are et 
Pros 
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lend.me your tarntz+-Plove to have Juſtice'on my 

fide. "if Takes \bim *%y the arm, ant wnlkrwith bim 

forcibly near Conflantja. 

Pos; iofo. NY you Fit 9 vattet, would 26 
aſlault my; perſon, after! 'ftolen "my property 

Vatoury, 'Lord, Sir, you bus 5 4" & 54 jay i come 

to/ prote@'(your perfon and-property too—There are 

oy more waitiy. to fteal it—Tou know "Signor 

rlos 
ki De. Ha ! Who—Carlos ? Well—what of 
im 

Faloury. Pleaſe. to diſcaiſfe the Lady of the Bed 
Chamber—TEonly' ſpeak'to principals! in ofice—always 
mute before yndertings, 

'Frattefo:" Annette, retire! 'And Uo you hear, let 
us have none vf 'your liſtening tricks. 

-Fanette. T liſten! Pm fare-there's 'nothing that 
underlings need, ſtay for; for I, fapcy | leaks both 
knave and foot behind me.” | T Bouncing.out. 

| I” ap RD Texter to Conſtantia: p30 as 
gone, Jo as not to be ſeen by Fratioſo. 
|  Quafeudine. 7 f aduadiing near.) Now, Sir let us 
draw -near to him;'that we may not be over:heard. 
 Pradiofſo. Keep away, child—Why ſhould we 'fear 
being Siena ATi firrab, what have ;you to 
yer” 

V aloury. (Trying in vain to give the letter) Signor 
Carlos, you muſt know is—is— 

FraBisſo. "('Peeviſbly) What the Yevil, is he? 
Have you got a *pain in your ſhoulders, that you 
can't keep your arms ſtill ? 

Valoury. He is a, great friend to one Hilario. 

- Conflantia. ( Agitated.) Hilario, faid you ! What 
of him ? 

Frafioſo. | (turning, to bis daughter) That's .no 
buſineſs of yyours—Do you preſume. to make enqui- 
ries fter a fellow not worth a dollax—the greateſt 
coxcomb in all Meflina. | 

Paleury. And the mofl impudent dog in all Italy— 
beg ney. ave me ſuch a flap on the: ſhoulder —[ Slaps 


iſo rudely on the ſboulder, and as he turns 
to 


A DRAMATIC TALE. 13 


to reſent it, paſſes the letter to Conflantia on the 
oppoſite fide, as be turns. 

Fradtieſo. Why, raſcal, ſcoundrel=hbow dare you 
treat me with ſuch familiarity + ? 
 Palmwry. Taſk pardon! It's a way I have, I only 
meant to enforce my argument—hut IT have done 
—iny errand is completed—mute as if your honour 
was an underling. (Extrt. 

Frafioſo, Get out of my houſe, you impudent- 
ragamuffin ! This fellow's coming here, had certainly 
more meaning in it, than T'have been able to diſcover. 
(afede) This 1s all your doing, Madam Headftrong 
--One daughter had the perverſeneſs to die on pur- 
poſe to plague me, and you ſee: M1 determined to live 
on the ſame ſyitem. . 

Conſtantia, O! Sir, think on my poor liſter' hon 
fate ; let that be a lefſon to you. Had ſhe married 
the man of her choice, ſhe might now have been alive' 
to thank you for it. 

Frafioſo. The man of her choice 2! What, that 
pauper, Carlos, the intimate friend of the prating 
puppy, Hilario, that you would throw yourſelf away 
upon. But Pl take care to prevent it—To day you 
thall be lock'd up, and to-morrow ſent away to a nun- 
rery, Annette! Annette! , 


Enter ANNETTE. 


Where is the key of this apartment? 

Annette. In my pocket, Sir, 

: Fradioſo. Then take it out of your pocket, Mi any 
for I mean. to put it into mine. 

Annette, (Pulling out a bunch) Lord, Sir! it's 
faltened to a great ſwinging bunch——l "our t think [ 
ſhall be able to get it off, 

Fratinſo. Then open the door with it on—for 1 
my determined to keep my daughter under lock and 
- ke 

STS Nat in that room, I hope, Sir ; for they 
ſay, ſince poor Madam Juliz's death, evil ſpirits have. 
walked there, _, 

os. 27 + Fra8in/e. 
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: "Frafiaſo. Evil tongues have talked there, more 
like] — Give me the key direQly. . . 
nnette. IT - muſt change my ground, (Afide.) 
To be ſure, Sir, here it is. -{fumbling to pet the hey 
of) If a young Lady will be odfiropolous,, why, ſhe 
ought to be locked- -uP+- 
_ © Conflantia. "What, are you againſt me too? 

' Annette. *'Tis every one's duty to-be againſt 
when you run 'headlong to deſtruQtion. "_ Lopen 
the door, Sir? 

' Fraflioſo. Ay, do, child: I ſee you are a good, 

| ſeafible girl, and more diſcreet than | thought you- 
__ Annette. The very words my. grandmother uſed 
to make uſe. of: poor old woman! Your honour 
always puts me in mind of her. (Trying tbe key.) 
PFecks! I believe the key-hole is ſtopt up. 

. Frafioſo. Stopt is it? Well, go and look for 
ſomething to clear it—You'll ftiad a file, Annette, in 
the breakfaſt chamber. —No—now I think of it, Pll 
go myſelf, for the'tea-che(t was left open, I believe, 
_ ard there's'no' truſting a waiting woman within the 
ſcent of fouchong. Take care of your young Lady 
cl} 4 ceturn. - [ Exit, looking back all the way. 

Annette. "(Preping after bim.) | believe | can open 
the door now ; Mits Conitantia, will you take a peep 
at your priſon ? 

Conflantia. Are you really what you ſeem, An- 
nette ? 

Annette. | follow the way of 'the world, ma'am ; 
but don't mind a little confinement, it's only a-preſude 
to matrimony—look in, and fee if. there are any 
ſpirits. [ Opens the door, and Hil. arto comes out in 
a travelling cap. —ConsTantIa ſereams. 

Hilario. Am I ſo frightful. then, my deareſt Con- 
ſtantia! Does this travelling equipage make me look 
like an bobgoblin? OD Rent | 

' Conflantia. In the name of wonder when did you 
arrive ? | 
"Hilario. Not an hour ——_ paſſed thro? Italy 
on a gallop—croſled the bay in a ſtorm, landed at the 

Pay in a whirlwind, and fiew like lightning to vifit 
wy 
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mY adorable, without waiting for my toilette, as you 
ſee ; though many a trim barber eyed me wiſhfully 
as I ſcoured along the ſtreet, as who fhould. ſay, 
*© woult' might take your worſhip by the. noſe PP? 
Conflantia. But how, Hilario, did you gain admit- 
tance? _ 7 950 :; 
Hilario, By the affiftance of this, my better angel ; 
ſhe thar pretended to take your father's part. | 
Annette. Yes, Ma'ainz T always take the blind fide, 
and ſo I'll faſten the door on the infide. | L 
. | Belts the Stnge-door, 
Conflantia. But, Hilario, my friend, it will be im+- 
 poſfible for you to continue here. 
- Hilario. But, Conſtantia, my love, it will'be im-- 
poſſible for me to cominue any where elſe. 
 Conaniid, win Yol tinen tome? -— 
_ Hilario, For ever, ſo you dor't defire me to leave 
you ; after having ſcampered acroſs the Continent 
like a greyhound, it were hard to be turned out like 
a mongrel ; befides it would be ſo ungrateſul ro your 
—_—_ papa, who has thus kindly left us to- 
etner, | 
. Conflantia. Mark what poor Carlos writes, (reads) 
© Iam returned to Melina, for the fole purpoſe of 
* avenging my Julia's death—ſhould you ſee Hilario, 
* tell him I am deſperate, and may ſtand in need of 
« his aſſiſtance.” _ Hers Gigs 
 _ Fiilario, A very pretty ſummons! Beciuſe he's 
deſperate, he ſuppgſes I muſt be mad ; and you, my 
Conſtantia, in return for the hole you have wade in 
my heart, want to have a bullet popt thro' my notdle. 
 Conflantia. Unkind Hilario ! You know the fin- 
cerity of my charaQer ; though fully tinftured with 
wy ſex's levity, I am abore the little artifices which 
they generally adopt—notwithſtanding your eccentri- 
cities, I am convinced of the g »0«Inefs of your nature, 
-and believe me, it poſſeſſes all my eſteem, | 
Hilarin, For that dear confeſſion, Tet me but touch: 
the tip of the nail of your fore-finger, (4://ing her 
hand,) and command me all over the worly. F 
| Canflantia. Fly then to your fiiend—conjure him 
to relingaiſh his deſigns —tell tim my (iſter's wrongs 
C 2 are 


—_— — — — — . — 


"16 THE MYSTERIES OF THE CASTLE: 


are buried with her 1n the grave ; and fay, his inter- 
ference may renew our ſorrows ;z \never can redreſs 
them. : | | | en, 
Hila?io, I fly at your defire (going to the door,) 
but hold—I believe I muſt fly through the keyhole, 
for Daddy Cautious has double lock'd the prifon, 
(noiſe without) Zounds! ſomebody is at the door. 
Fradioſo. (without) Conſtantia ! Annette ! 
Annette. As I live, it is the old one again ! What 
ſhall we do ? If you return into the other roonr, he'll 
fearch it, and we mult let him into this—for heaven's 
ſake, Sir, get ,up the chimney, or out of the window. 
Hilarie. Then another. old one, that you may 
have heard of, mult affiſt me—do you think [ can 
climb like a ſquirrel, or fall upon my legs like a cat ? 
Fradioſo. Annette, open the door. + 
. Hlilarie., Do as he tells you, and rely upon me; 
I can't tumble out of window, I can tumble in, 
which will be a much ſafer experiment z only prepare 
yourſelves with a good. ſcream to honor my entree, 
Fr aftieſo. Annette, I tell you, open the door. 
Annette, Coming, Sir—my Lady and I have been 
taking a nap. Ea [As juft awaked, 
[ Hilario opens the window, then puts bis leg 
out, as if mounted on a ladder, affeting 
drunkenneſs, and ſpeaking to perſons in the 
reet, | 
. Hilario, Take away the ladder, my boys—I have 
done with you. | | 4 Cs 
[Annette opens the bolt of the door, and juſt as 
Fradioſo enters, Hilario tumbles from the 
window into the room, overſetting the dreſ« 
| fing table, Ofc. 
(getting up) Herel am old truſty !-—T was determined 
to make you a viſit, and finding your doors lock'd 
againſt me, I made bold to come in at the window. 
Frafioſe, That wicked dog, Hilario! Oh, yuu 
villain! I'll have you laid by the heels, that I will. 
Hilarie. That's right, father, take care of my heels 
—you ſee I have taken care of my head already. 
. Frafticſo. You're a houſe-breaker—you want to 
plunder my property, and run away with my OPS, 
ilaris, 
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Hilaris. Damn your property—T'll have none 6f 
it ; and as for your ſweet Child, I adore her—arnd | 


ou too; old ſurly —T1l adore you too. REY 
F [Taking hold of bim, 


 Fraltiofo. Help! Help! He will murder me, arid 


ruin the woinen, Conſtantia, why don't you run for- 


aſbſtanice ?- - 


Conflantia. Lord, Sir, there's no occaſion to be.in_ 
ſach a panic—it's only.a drunken. frolic—l dare lay. 


the gentleman witt do us no harin:. 


Frafisſo. (niimicking her) 1 dare ſay. you'll thiok- 


it no harm, let the gentleman do what he will, . 


Annette. Righit, Sir—there your honor - put me 1n 


mind of my poor old grandmother again. 


Frau@tioſo. And this is the fellow. 'OU wou'd give- 


nie for a fori-in-law.? 


Hilatid. Yes; 'I amv be, Heotofernes—TI | am the 
very fellow-—Core, give us your bleſhng, old: boy, . 
and who knows, but in good . time, you may have a ' 


- ſupply of youdtg ones. 


Fradiofe. Give. you my' bleffing? Give you a hal-. 
ter | Get out of my houſe, this inſtant, if you dowr- 


with to be hinged up in« the court-yard 


Conflantia. (to Hilario) Pray, Sir, be ſo kind as to. 
walk down ſtairs—no doubt you have frien.js in the. 
neighbourhood, , who may be uneaſy. at your ſtay— 


Pray begone. 


Hilario- | am off—much adored aymph—damſel of | 
divinity—P'It do'what you' defire—ſteady, ſteady to. 


my promiſe—farewell, old Coffer. 


- 


Frudieſo.. Away with you you filthy fot. 


Hilario. (flopping bis mouth with his hand) Hold I 


—no words—P1 tell you a ſtory. | 
Fradtioſo. I dare fay you will—a thouſand, 


But leave my houſe, . and never let-me ſee your face. 


again. 


Hilario. You ſhan't=you-ſhan't ſee my face, old. 
Cormorant ; for I'll come back in a maſk, and we'll 
have ſome fun, my man of meriment, we will. 
Harkee! Do you know me? | (imitating a maſque- 
raile charaGer.) 1am ſon-in-law to littte Fractie, the - 
C3 juttice - 


-wA_— —-—<_——— —-0—c——<—» a CAE >. ow to Oh 
S *% - _ 


a ” 
be. _- 
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Juſtice grinder, as croſs-grained a crab as any in all 
Meſſina, He poſſeſſes more ducats than I do doits,. 
and yet thinks as much of burning an inch of candle, 
as | ſhou'd of illuminating the whole city. Never- 
theleſs I'll hug the old rogue, that I will—FH hug 
him into good humour, 

| [Goes to embrace Fradtioſo, who rears out 

dy and drives bim off. + 6a” 
Fra@ieſo. Murder ! I ſhall be ſuffocated—Help to 
turn him out (returns and adjuſts himſelf,) Mercy on. 
me |! "There is no ſecurity for one, either at home or 
abroad—All the bolts ih the world can't keep a for-- 
ve girl in the houſe, or a hankering fellow out 

Of It. 


Conflantia. Dear papa, you do not, indeed you do- 


| not purſue the right method to ſecure my duty, or 
© your own peace. Would parents treat their chil- 


dren as friends, inſtead of keeping them at a ſeyere- 
diſtanc>, the ſocial communication of each.other's 


ſentiments, would enable one party to give better 
advice, and induce the other. more readily. to ac- 
cept it. wa I 


_— 


T RIO; 
Annette | Truſt to me. 
Conflantia, Depend on me. 

£2 ; We'll your confidence rewards _ 

Annette: Lock and key—no hold can be-n- 
Bath Honor is the ſureſt guard; | 
Fra@ioſo, Safer ſtill when double barr'd. 
Annette, Oh ! how charming ! Re 
Fraetnſe. How alarming ! | 

Still my ſhoulders feel the blow. 
Annette, Two ſuch maids— . - 
Fra, :o, Say, two ſuch jJades, 
Annette and Conſtantia, Muſt delight where'er they go. 


Fractieſa, Mult diftra where'er they go. 


' SCENE 
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SCENE. 1IL 


The outſide of an old Caſtle with large gates cloſed, 
a turret door is viſible in the interior of the 
Caftle—a bole in the wall, that appears to lead. 
to a ſublerraneous paſſage—The whole wears an 

* appearance of great antiquity and ruins, 


Enter CLopDy with a quantity of bares, partridges, 
Sc, | 


Cleddy. Well done, Cloddy ! Thee didfn't lay. thy " 
ſnares laſt night for nothing—By the dickens, here's {1 
as pretty a bunch of preſerved property as. any juſtice i 
would wiſh to. ſee. at his table.; and a. pretty round 3 
ſum it will bring me, when.I ha' got it ſafe houſed— 4 
for our old rich citizens.do.fo like a tit bit, eſpecially. ''f 
when it- is prohibited—and why ſhould they: not ? 4 
\ 'Fhey. call me a poacher—mayhap, fe Ibe.—what | 
then—ſo be other people. It's my belief as how it's | ; 
2a pretty general trade,. | | 5 il! 


$:0 N G—Ctovor.. y 4 


In poaching all. mankind delight; . » {4 
Late and early, | | 
Prizing dearly l 

Every ſcheme by day or night. |'A 

| To wire draw one another : {11d 

Friends to trap, - the. wit will try, 

He tips the wink, and cocks his eye;. | 

And while he looks ſo woundy fly | 

Makes game, e*ea of- his brother, 
Smoke the joke ; 
What fool fo dull ! | 
Always grinniog, | f 
Mouthing, chinning— 1 
Let us quiz, FL | \v 
His ugly phiz ; 42-1 | x 


i RR ee eee eee .. DT OE OO _ —_— 
. - now _ —_ 
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Ciggling, whilſt he's grinning , . 


See 
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See Miſs nnd Madam lay their ſnares, 
Painted-tacess- 
Studied graces, . 
All for caiching unawares;: 
Flights of gameſome lovers; 
Madam plays-the Harpficols, 
And ſquall, affeQed rigmarols 5% 
ile Miſs in dancing, reels and drolls, 
New fteps fot lures diſcovers; 
Heat and tail, & 
_ Along ſhe'll fail,. 
- Down the middle, 8 
With a hitch, and capering itch,., 
To the true Scgtc "Didi, 
Od fo! Here's ſomebody coming!'I muſt run into» 
my old hiding place yonder—that hote: under the. 
Caftle wall—it has uſed to be a rare ſnug place ; dut- 
o* late F.ha” heard ſo many ſtrange-noiſes near about, - 
I. fear there be -other people hidibg as. well as my- - 
ſetf—crabbit ity. here they comer © © 
 [Retretts into n' bole. under the wall.” 


Enter Cittos :ahd Hita £10, 


Carlss. So, my poor friend, after- the father had + 
generouſly locked you. into his daughter's apartment - 
—he coolly turned you. neck.and. heels out of his own . 
ſtreet door. EE: +2 

Hilario. Faith, ſomething very like it,z. or, not-- 
withſtanding my attachment to your perſon, my love - 
for another perſon's perſon, would: bave. made me.a . 
fkryant to friendſhip... E EM | T | 

Carlos. Impoſſible. Pl {: 

Hilario. lmpollible is it, that. a © man' ſhould.” prefer - 
being ſafe in a warm-houſe, playing bo-peep with the.. 
bright eyes of his miſtreſs, to ſcampering acroſs a cold - 
country-for a g:me. at piſtols with- his friend's rival ? | 

Carlos Notwithſtanding. yous.. pleaſantry, I am, 
convinced you would go a great way to ſerve me. 

Hilario. Yes, and.not alittle way to ſerve myſelf— . 

ur kindnefſes to me, and our early friendſhip 
will, | truſt; neyer be forgotten=you certainly ſtand. 
ſecond==that is, afier the Jadies, in my —_—_— >. 

: ut 
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— but I myſelf, am at the top of the page, and you 
ow its the faſhion now," to take care of number 
ne. hs 

Carlos. True, my friend ; and number One is at 
preſent tolerably ſecure—I have aiready had a ren- 
contre with this dread adverſary. | 

HFilario. Already ! | hope you are not wounded ? 

Carlos. Sorely. | | 

Hilario. Bleſs me, Carlos! Where is it ? 

Carles. In the heart, Hilario—deep—incurable— 
a ſurgeon's ſkilful hand may eaſe the poniard's itroke 
—time's healing finger is ineffeQtual here. | 
 Hilario. I am forry forit, How auch kinder the 
old greybeard is to we—as he totters round me with 2 
grin, | whip his ſcythe from his hand, and cut off my 
ſorrows in the middle. 

Carles. _ Enviable vivacity } Had'not relentleſs for- 
tune mark'd ie for the child of woe, I might have 
ſhared in att your cheerfulneſs. | 

Hilario. My dear friend, take comfort—let us re- 
turn to the city—theſe deſolate old ruins don't ſeem 
to promiſe much entertainment—they've made me 
grave already. _ | 

Carlos, To me the world: is all a yoid— ſulia ! 
my once deſtined Julia's loſt for ever ! 

In [fs they go out a bell tells in the Caffle.. - 
Whence came that diſmal ſound ? | | 

Hilaria, From that diſma} caftle 1 fuppoſe—let- 
us begone—the toll of a bell always makes me ner- 
vous. | 

Carlos, I thought this dreary ſpot had been un» 
inhabited—who could have occaſioned it ? | 

Hilario, Who ? Gaffer Belzebub, to be ſure— 
who the devil exe would live in ſuch a place ? I ſhall 
retire—he's not fit company for me. oY 

Carles, Perhaps it is ſome perſon in diftreſgy-—ſome. 
only hermit, ſinking beneath the preſſure of dif- 
cate, | 

Fliiaria, Or, perhaps, ſome robber, who having. 
tenderly murdered the lonely hermit, &indly reſolves. 
io give him Chriſtian burial, 


[ Bell tolls again, | ; 


Car los, \ 


wwe 
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Carlos. Again—lI am reſolved-to fee further i into 
this buſineſs, 

Hilaria And I am determined to remain totally 
1m the dark—Carlos, Pm off. 

_ Carlss, Will your leave me, Hilario 2 Can you 
deſert your friend ? 

Hilaris, What did you ſay ? Deſert you !— 
never—I may be at times, a little apprehenſive, but 
] never can forfake my friend—was 'the whole court 
of Lucifer armed againſt my Carlos; dam*me but I'd 
have a tufſtle with ſome of the cloven black-legs. 

Carlos. Come then— ſuppoſe we try whether theſe 
antique gates will yield'to our attack. 

Hilario. Move on—if the worſt 'comes to the 
worſt, it will be only bringing an old houſe about our 
ears—it won't do—old Ebony has faftened them with 
his own claw, [Trying to open them. 

Carlos. (Going towards the pluce "awhete Cleddy 
i3) Let us ſearch narrowly feund the mou 
walls; time may, pethaps, have' made fome openin 
in them (@ light appears) Softly—doſt thou obſerve 
a hight in yonder turret ? 

ilario. (alarmed) A light! To be ſure T aid 
the devils are 'at work—l think we hid better fave 
them to themſelves. ' 

Carles. (obforwing the light) Mark | by moves 
| along—now it diſappears. 
| Hilaris, I'm glad of it—we've ſeen enduph— 

| however, don't be afraid—T'I! ſtick clofe by you. 

Carlos, (diſcevering Cl d-ly.). Here is aQually a 
hole, ſeemingly under the wail; who knows but 'it 
may afford a paſſage into'the caſtle—Heavens ! {6me- 
thing living is concealed in it. 

Hilario Be upon your guard, Carlos—-doo't ven-* 
ture in—it may be a wolf, or a tiger. 

Carles. (bringing out Chitds) Then it muſt be 2 
man-tiger, However, be it what it may, It drag it 
x nt thyſelf, fellow, and ſay what brings thee' 

ere | 

Cloddy. Brings me here! Why, iſe only fetching 
a walk, | 


Hilar ta, 
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_Ailario. Fetching a walk! What, ina hole in the 
wall? Zounds! this 1s the, moſt impudent fetch I ever 
heard of. ; | | 
_ Carlos, No trifling, fircrah ! Tells us who that 
caſtle belongs.to ? +, * 

Cloddy, Nan! oe 


_ Carlos. Blockhead ! does any one reſide in that 


caſtle? - 
 Cloddy. | Refide! what be that ? | 
Carlos. Does any body live there? Anſwer this 
minute, or it ſhall be your laſt. . 
Cleddy. (alarmed) Olud! O lud! Noa. No- 


body lives there but the rooks and ravens. To be _ 


ſure they ha'had ſome. viſitors lately, and by their 
cawing aud croaking, I don't think. they wuch like 
their company. 4 | 
Carlos, What company are you talking of ? 
. Chddy. Why, ſpirits and hobgoblins, I believe ; 
for, I never heard.ſuch ſhrieking and ſqueaking in. all 
mjAPre day... i his nctt | | | 
Hilario. Shrtieking and ſqueaking! Hadn't we 
better get more aſhſtance, Carlos ? | 
_ Carlss. What avails huwan affitance,. if we are 
10 encounter ſupernatural foes? Did you ever ſee, 
as well ag hear, any thing extraordinary? 


Cloddy. Yes, one night, when 1 was. taking a 


walk. ET ITE: 
Hilario. What, walking again, friend? Well, what 
did you. lee.. ; WS TIP 
Cloddy. Why, I ſeed a light in the fouth tower, 
and ſoon after, a ſort of a kind of an apparition ap- 
-peared, and when I cried out, it called me. fool. 
 Milario. Ay, claimed relationſhip, 
Carlos, What was it like? | 
Cleddy. There—look there it be. again 1-[ Aper- 
ſon with a dark lanthorn, muffled up, ' looks out 
from a turret-window,.and then retires, ſhutting 
the window. eee | 
Carlos. Something. myſterious is certainly going on 
—] am determined tounravel it. h 


Hitas is. 
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Hilario. I bate myſteries confoundedly, How- 
ever, | don't ſpeak becauſe I want to flinch—But it is 
ſo 1ll bred to'pry into family ſecrets. | 

FOO {Sound of bugle horns. 

Carlos. Somebody is approaching—We have no 
time to loſe. 7 Gs | 

Cloddy. It's maſter Montauban, with the ſport(- 
men—T mult be off. | | 

Carlos, Off, fellow! for what reaſon? who are 

ou? * | | 
; Cloddy. I be Cloddy, own brother to fifter An- 
nette, and ſhe be the ſame tone. | | 

Hilario. How ! brother to my guardian angel— 
Come to my arms, my ally from the hole in the wa!l 
—- Annette aſſiſted me, and theiefore you and I will 
fetch a walk together. | Soy 

Cleddy. Wounds! An'you be ſiſter's friend, I'll 
do any thing you likez and if you want to peep into - 
that-old caſtle, I believe 1 can ſhew you a way under 
the wall; but you mult ſtoop very low, and, may- 
hap, creep upon all-fours. 

Carles. No matter—point out the path—nothing 
can deter us. (borns again.) Time preſſes—away— 
away. | | | 

Hilario. 1 wiſh, with all my foul, we were fi'ty 
leagues away from this place, TR | 

Exit thro' the hole in the wall. 


Enter MoNTAUBAN and SPORTSMEN. 


GLEE. 


What ſhall he have who ſported beſt > 
A ſhout of joy from all the reſt—— | 
The honeſt heart, no doubts will ſtart ; 

- But join the ftrain before we part ; 

The Horn, the Horn, the echoing Horn, 
Shall rouſe the ſportſmen every morn ; 
On you the palm will fall, Sir,— » 
No, not on one, but all, Sir. | 
Huzza! Huzza'! 
The loud Ruzza ! 


Now ſends us all content away. | 
END OF ACT HI» 
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on RS 


o_— E.- An old room, buag with antique, tatter- 
ed t6pefliry—taw2 doors. exatily alike in the back 
ſeene, covered with the ſame tapeſiry— A window 
_ over them, the ff gt 40 be @ little darken'd, 


Enter the CounT, muſſed' in aaloak, ed BeananDa. 


| Count, Ar. Ingth, my friend, the hour of retri- 
-bution Comes ; - and love inſulted, clalins its ſacrifice 
—the time, the place, occalion—all conſpire, while 
Jecregy ſecures revenge. 

Bernardy,, Would 1 could ſay aught to ſtay your 
purpole ! 

Count. Impoſſible ! 'tis-now too Jate-——ls not this 
fayour'd rival come to vaunt his valour? Shal we 
reſtore the idol of his panting heait, and be ourſelves 
the victims of his triumph ? 

Bernardo. Never, my Lord—her deliiny | 1s fixed, 

Count. Yet, ſpite of the 1age which fires an 19- 
jur'd . kuſban.!'s breaſt, refſted pity will at times in- 
trude—tear, too, a ppals, and dread remorſe—the very. 
figures fajſhion'd in theſe antient hangings, with ghaſt- 
bay aal feem to frown upon us. 

Bernardo,. Weak imagery of the brain, which 
avickdeciden, muſt efface —truſt ae, my Lord, we 
have litile leiſure to deliberate. 

Apount * What 41Bean 'it rbou, B=rnardo ? 

«Bernardo. Not an hour agg, walling .as is my 
tas. for your Lord ſhip's Prefence ; a deep tor'd bell, 
fixed unknown to me, in the interior of the callle, 
. was .00 4 ſudden by our mourner faunded. 

Count.. ladee ! 
Bexnardo. Ar fill [ thought * twas fancy ; but be- 


12 repeated, i flew ta trace the coals and inſtant cut 
tie rope. 


Count. Twas well. 


Lergards, Soon aſter, the md. gaten were 
 by-rude hands attempted to be forced, 
 Caunt, Thou alarm'({t me, 


D Bernard. 


—_— 


, 
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Bernardo. With ſpeed I mounted to the turret, and 
deſcried ſoine ſtrangers in*cloſe conference. 
Count. Didit thou know them? _ 

Bernardo. The day declining, prevented more dif- 
covery—1 he ſportſmen returning from the field forced 
them to retire, © | A RE LV. Wo 

Count.. Who could they be? No matter—appre- 
henfion will but prompt our purpoſe—her doom's in- 
Evitable—but then—the remains, "8 

Bernards. All is prepared—the coffin is at hand. 

| Count. (agitated) $9 ready, Bernardo—Yet, 
wherefore delay—danger may  follow—bring hither 
thecrow, the fatal dagger too—l left it in the portal, 
my hand refuſes— can | be the aſſaſſin? Stay awhile 
—yet fs LAGER. a not horrid thought a 
moment's paule. TELE: | . EN 

Bernardo. | will return, my Lord, as quick as the 
dark windings of this dreary manſion will permit me. 
LORE <p | | [Extt. 
Count. (alone) The night advances faſt—where- 
fore this inward pang, this ſtruggle of narure ? Come, 
wounded pride, love lighted; ſcorned—come, ſuffering 
| honour, aid this weak heart, and give it manly reſolu- 
tion—huſh ! was not that a figh, a deepened figh ? 
How ſoon the laſt muſt follow, let we ſeize this foli- 
tary-interval to take one fina] look, filent, unobſerved 
—alas! the dim light 'that glooms around, ſcarce 
ſhews the-diſmal path. - ' [Exit thro door. 
Enter CarLos (with a dark lanthorn) and Hitakno 
with a'broken piece of a ſbield—they aſcend from a. 


CaVEernN. f 


Hilario, Carlos ! Carlos! Carlos! foftly—you go 
. too faſt—thank Heaven, at laſt we have emerged from 
that horrid cavern—zounds! I am as damp as a 
newſpaper, and as muſty as old cheeſe out of a wine 
cellar. | | | © ny 

Carles. In truth, Hilario, it is'fomewhat ſurpriſing 
after the extraordinary occurrences without the walls 


of this old caftle, we ſhould as yet be able to make 
| no 
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po diſcoveries within ; a ſolemn ſilence ſeems to reign 
around, and nothing, fave the hollow murmur of the 
wind, firikes on the liſlening ear. _ 

Hilarie. A murmur of another kind, {truck upop 
my ear, Xe ph 

Carlos. What mean you ? 

Hilario. You ſhall hear—but come a little further 
from that curſed caverm; you know, after having 
trampt about theſe diabolical apartments for half ao 
hour together, we agreed to ſeparate at the.end of a 
long gallery, and took different routes. B20 0s 

Carlos. We did fo—and the diſtant glimmer of light 
from this lanthorn, which | found {landing on the 
pavement, led me to the dilmal receſs where we 
again met—but proceed— 

Hilaris. The faQ is, that old Ebony has been more 
attentive to me, than to your worſhip. _ 
| Caylos. Will you be ferioas one moment ? 


_ - Hilario, Serious ! upon my foul I don't think I 


ſhall ever be otherwiſe. ] am terrified to death—1 
cou'd as ſoon raiſe the devil as a grin. | 

Carlos. Torture me not with fuſpenſe—but te!] 
me all. | ; . | | 
_-Hilario. That I will, if I can find breath to go 
thro? with it—firſt 1 deſcended feveral Reps of-a dark 
narrow paſſage—at the bottom T heard a door open, 
then the patting of a man's foot, whether cloven or 
not I can't fay—ſoon aſter, | ſaw a lizht, ſo 1 made 
a pauſe, and faid to myſelf, now don't be frightened, 
Hilario—now don't tremble, . my dear fellow, but 
ſummon up all your courage, and boldly run away. 

Carlos. Would I had been there inſtead of you t 
 #ilario. Would you had, with all my heart! tho? 
I defy you to run faſter—bur in the attempt, I fell 
plump on my face, and in ſcranibling to get up, 1 
clawed hold of this broken bit of a ſhield. There 
ſeems ſomething like letters ſcratch'd upon it. 
4 Carlos, Letters, Hilario! Try then, to decypher 
them, 
- Hilario, (gives him the Shield) No, try vourſelf, 1 
have got ſuch a miumbling in wy mouth, and my 
teeth io chatter,” that— 

D 2 Carle, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


So 
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Carlos. Heavens! what's ' this I ſee? (reads) 
* Julia, wiſe to the Count of - - -' was forced to this 
*© Caſtle - -,- the marble hall '- - - the dreary 
* vault Oh pi'y and remember” (Arops the ſhield) 
'tis the labour of my Julja's hand, the unavailing re- 
cord of her hapleſs fate—Oh wy toreboding beart ! 


© 


ſhe has been murdered, 

 Hilario. V'm.all over. in a_cold perſpiration, we 
had better get into the open air—it may fave vs rom 
a ft of the ague—I feel the quaking already. 

Carlos. Never will I quit this gloomy edifice, tit! 
I diſcover my poor Julia's fad” remains, © dreadful 
idea !—the mangled relicks of Fer beauteous forin. 

 Hilario. Dreadiul indeed! who knows but out 
forms nay be mangled.in the fame manner. L.-: 

Cartos. Wis it for this, I "left: iy friends, my 
home ? To abandon the dear objeQ of my eatlic 
yows, to coward .fraud® and Tuffian © Violente f— 
Gods ! I ſhz}} ren diſtraQted ! Wa NR 

Filario, Be <dvifed, Carles—let us retire. 

Carlos (net attending to him) No. faithful moni- 
tor to warn her unſuſpeRing youth>—no atm to ſhield - 
her hclplefs innocence=—heh ! whatnoiſe was that © 

Fila jo, What? the perſpiration is coming again. 


* 


Carlos. It ſourded like a groan, -_.  -+ 
Hilario. Dear Sir, don't. frighten one, mcre than 
there is occalion, RD WO Ped 2 
Car ls. Mark me—clferve that windoww—do you 
not ſee a light? _(abglt iz ſeen to paſs) 
Hilarin. A Li—ght! NE En a dp” i. 
Carts. It points we out the way—bitxhrens, and- 
animares the datken'd fcere, 
[Thunder and lightning flaſhes thi o' the old walls. 
Heaven 1s in our cauſc—ſomething is'to be done, 
haſe—foliow _ mx A OA; = 
g [Runs out thro' one of the doors in the Stene, 
Hilariz (alone) Follow ! 'm numPd, 'Um pe- 
trified—l have not a limb to ſtand vpen—foft—let. 
me try {advances one leg) yes, I hive. put wy right 
tvot toremolt, no, let me take it back again, (refreats 
a little) + [Thunders aguin. 
What 
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What ſhall I leave my friend in the lutch ? let him 
grapple with old Ebony by himſelf ? for ſhame, Hi- 
lario ! after him, my boy! : 
{ Goes towards the doors in the Scene, opens one on 
the right of that where Carlos entered, which 
diſcovers a Coffin landing on a bier, with a lamp 
upon it, es Ee In oe a Rt 
Wheugh! I'm dead and buried! a Coffin! (/brts 
the door) and | dare fay the ſexton will be here betore ' 


I can ſay my pray'rs, mum ? here he comcs. 
| [a amping without. 


| Enter Bexnanrpo with a ſpade and dagger.” 


| Bernardo. (calling in a-low woice) Count ! Count! 
| Hilerio. He miſtakes me for. ſomebody elſe, 
Bernardo. Your excellence ! X | 
| Hilario. It's an excellent miftake, however. 
Bernardo. Where are you ? 
Hilario. (in a feigned low woice.) He—ere. 
Bernardo. | have brought the ſpade and dagger 
as = ordered, _ | / 
ilario, Give them to me, 
Bernarde. (putting one in each hand) You feel 


© rg x 4. 


Oe vox 
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Hilavrio. Yes—it's ſo hot. 7 

Bernardo. Hot! it's a dre>dful night—but all will 
ſoon be over. I'll enter the receſs the back way, and 
lead the vitim down the ſteps into the marble hall— 
'tis yours to give the blow. ES 

Hilario. 1 will, I will. 
- Bernardo. Till then farewell! [Exit. 

Hilariv. (the ſpade in one band, ihe dagger in the 
other.) Give the blow! gad, if | don't. rake great 
care | ſhall get the blow. | ſhiver from head to heel 
Ike a top-fail in-a ſtorm This murder-loviog villain 
has kindly indulged me with two inſtruments, one 
to kill myſelf with, and the other to dig my own grave. 


La 


Enter 
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. ” 


CIS 56545...» Mder Counr: 


Fete Bernardo, why do you loiter ſo ? TN hn A 
time to delay ? what, filent; do you ſhrink ar laſt ?: 
Give: me the means—T* I] do the reſt myſelf, faithleſs 
coward! _._- {Snatches the dagger and pg goes out, 

Hilarin. (ſolus ) Faithleſs coward ! aye fo it ſeems, 
elſe Hou'd | leave poor Carlos to battle with theſe 
two butchers alore'? No by heaven ! (Thunder) aye, 
growl on, Iitextiicate my: friend or peniſh+with Him 
(opens dow whore Carlos wwent out) blels me, how 
dark ! would:i had hait a dozen lecqueys at-my batk 
_ with a flambeay in each hand, If a man ,mult be 
executed, | think the 1 more OeR the better... : 


JR thro". door. 


SCENE. m.- 


A large artique hall, with Black Le pillars UL 
each fie > 1iſtant from the ings —an open arth at 
the buck, diſcovering a flone jlair- caſe, fading 17000 
an wpper par ent: 


*Fnef Cove with dagger: | 


Bn: w hat could Berdb iean & He frer's 
fed ard motionlets, He wilLzot fire betray me— 
1 potlible (@ 0 wy of openirg locks) hank} hatk the 
door opans—he teaus her down—the Jdieagtut kcene 
he ORD }} 4 ONECol Ages sWhite, > md 

| Retires behind pillare> 
[ Bernardo hh lighted: toreb 41 his hand, 'lenets 
Fulia down the Mair-eafe into the marble balk + 

Bernardo My duty .. is Gchargde—haGyy” [ inke my 
leave CP 

TFulia. Oh Bernardo ! do not leave me x HI. TE 
in the lone receſs, where | have been lo long confined, 
wiinout ene Tucceuring fiend 40 cheer wy _— 

tho 


A DRAMATIC TALE. © | 4 
tho', when, you daily brought my ſcanty pittancey a 
gloomy Gilence ENS Sane Get ned "Y ; now, I; 

' conyure you,, graat my. laſt requeſt, ere ſuffering na 
ture. ok to, long oblivion—ſay, why am I now, 
brought forth ? 105 EE POT l OPER 

_Bernurdo. I but. obey the mandate of my lord, 
your huſband. ics 54 ho ir” Rio 

Fulia. My huſband ! ſay tny tyrant, murderer, 

Bernarde.: I mult not liſten to ſuch epithets, 

+ Falia,, Did he not, under pretence of riding for. 
my health, entice me to this ſequeſtered ſpot, attended 
only by yourſelf? Did be not, on a ſudden, force me 
fraw. my horſe, drag me thro* various dark apart- 
ments; end. lodge me in that vaulted room, from, 
whence you now ..bave led me? _ RE Yug, A 

; ; jobs Lady, he is here. {Exit, returns., 
 Fulia. (calling after him) Oh ftay—pioteQt me—, 
do not. abandon a poor, helpleſs female, to ſuch de- 
tected hands. ? PE EIS DR ES, 

Count. (advancing, the dagger. concealed) "Tis 
well, Madam—1 ſee your haughty ſpirit, ſtill continues; 
—ſoiinefs might, have ſubdued wy. feeble nature— 
and wonmn's tears, might have produced a woman-, 
MALES roared oe tn 

Fulia F ear not, ferocious- man—no. tears Can 
ſoicen thy ohdwate heart, nor will compaſſion find 
a: Votery there, ; | Ls rs 

© Count. Once again, I'll deign to aſk what puniſh- 
ment you think your.conduQ merits. . _. ; 1 

\ Fwlia. Valk'lt thow of condud ! can'ſt thou menti- # 
oa wrongs? Thou who haft: injured me beyond. de=. 4 
ſcription—ſtabbed my fair fame.;, robbed me- of 1 
health, nod cut me off frem every hope in life. 

Count. Thyſelf alone, bath wiought thy own un«, Þ 
doing—bath eauſed the wqes you have already borne "v 
—ihe pangs [you yet mult ſuffer—am I not thy 
kyſbang 2 "32! ORR wt: v3 ns 
- Fulia, Oh, profane. not. thus. the ſacred appallation 
-—a huſband ! honor'd name! wooes the ſoft virgin 
in the morn of life—wooes, if her heart be free, and 
iauly wins, but thou— 


Count. 


a a UG” oO —O—— — —_ ww — woe — OO oO uo —_ - Pp 
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woman's blood ; alone—de 
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Count, Well Madam ! what of me ? 

Fulia, To gratify a baſe, ynworthy paſſion— 
knowing my foul was wedded to another, left no. 
diſhonourable means untried,,' to force a wretched 
maid, heart-broken, te your arms—had not diſguſted | 
nature made me ſhun thee. ef 

\ Count. Call it not nature, but adulterous love 
a wanton flame excited by another—an ourcaſt, re- | 
jeQted by your parent. | 

WE. born Unhappy parent ! who, miſled by rreachery, 

lured by ns Fach doom'd his child to miſery 
ani death. 

Count. Art thou then prepared ? 

lia. If innocence and purity of mind be pre 
ration, then am ] ready. I with a heart ſuſceptible 
of every ſoft emotion, to have laviſhed all the.ten- 


_ derneſs of growing years, on ane whom [| am taught 


to think unworthy, whilft a hated tyrant holds me 
at his difpoſa}, be the height of human woe, then is 
the grave my only refuge. 
Count. To make that grave more welcome—know, 
3l)-fated fair, thy minien was not falſe ! 
Tulia. (exclaiming) Not falſe! not, wedded to 


b., another, 


* Count, No—devoted but to thee, he wanders 0 er 


the earth, a wretched exile. 


* Tulig. You bave pierced me to the- 0 
draw thy murderous ſteel—tbou can'ſt not wound 
me more, 

Count, To ſave you from a" - diſgraceful union, 
F plann'd this honeſt artifice—to fave myſelf from 
ſhame, I brought you hither. — Kh 

Fulia. To fave thy own coward heart. 

Count. (in great agitation) Coward! be advis'd | 
defilt—'twere fatal to go on, | 

Tulia,” Yes, coward—to = thyſelf in a weik 

neeleſs Joſt to every 

human being—none to protea—none to ' avenge her 

death—eiſe had the valiant youth, whom: thou,” at 

diſtance», dareft calumuiare, awed iby daftard- ſpirit. 
with a” frown. | 

Count. 
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\ Count. (drawing bis degger: )'Tis too much—ſmcs 


thou wilt provoke. 

. Tulza. Strike, monſter, firike—ſor with- my lat i 
brearh; I will adore'his virtues, and execrate Ny 
baſeneſs.. 

Count. (Going to fab ber.) Then breathe thy laſt, 


Enter Canuos (Fatia faints in bis arms.) 


PRs Hold—ruffiadt—murderer! | 7 
' Count. (Retiring.) Confuhont he here!- What 
ho ! Bernardo.. | f Goes out baftily- 

Carlos. ( Julia in his wruss;) + Revive, -my Julia! 
| Let me not again lofe you, aduy Rte Te- 
ſtored. | 


| Cite. By that, akich "SPS the ry moment I 
behela you, influenced all my aQtions—by the magic 
of your blooming graces; the meinory of out endear- 
ments, the miſery of our ſeparation, the. Greadful 
uncertainty of your ſate,— 

alia. Cartos! I have been ſadly as. 
Fuiſh and diſtreſs have been my portion, ' fince yow 
lefr me. 

Carter. Did T- eave' you, Julia ?' + , | 


———_— 
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Tulia. Oh-no ! Jalia deſerted eek ferent thet - 
dear poſſeſſor of her firſt affeQions—Butr, tho! nor! © - 


yours,” betieve me, I have never been another's. 

| Carlos. How! Are you not wife to the Count F 

go | once more preſs you to this faithful .bofoim ? 
 Fulid. (Retreating.) Defiſt—it 'muſt not be=time 

wil unravel all-O Carlos! feel for” your devotee -. 

Julia—And the more you hear of my misforturies;' 


the inore you wil! reſpeQt them—Had Fy not t beljeved 
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you falſe, a parent's threat, a father's ſupplication, 
| had beenequally in vain. 


Enter Hit.anio—BennArdo's ſword in his band. 


| Hilario. Damme, how I peppered him! the ſcoun- 
drel—hah ! my honoured Lady Julia—he told me 
you was alive—let me thus ſpeak my joy. {[Xneels. 

Carlos. Where have you been, my friend ?—to 
whom doth that ſword belong? _ 

Hilario. 'To one of the butchers, to be ſure—l have 
got him foug in a cloſet, and you may peep at him 
thro' the iron bars, as'you would at a curiofity—Pll 
bave him ſhewn for a ſight—Oh ! Carlos, had you 
ſeen my courage—I wanted nothing but a live lady to 
animate me—for the moment I heard how it . was, 
M adam] fought like a lion. \ 

_ Corles. ' You deſerve every thing. , __ 
 Hilaris 1 drove him down a flair-caſe—whiſk'd 
him thro* a trap door—dragg'd bim over the duſty 
1bbiſh—caged—and here I aw with his trophy—but 
what's become of the other butcher > - Fa 

Carlos. Fled, like a guilty coward—but PH purſue 
him tbro* the world, © OT IO 

. Hilarie. And fo will 1 into the next—Wuheugh ! 
my hand s in, and 1 could fight a legion of Belze- 

Ubs., PEN = - 

- Julia. Oh, my friends ! let me conjure you to pro- 
ceed no further—leave the wretch to the repreaches 
of a guilty conſcience, to the rage of diſappointed ma- 

lice—Carlos, you have ſaved my life, now proteQ my 
 fame—conduR me to my father's houſe—there alone, 
my harraſs'd mind can be at peace, © 

Carlos. Forgive the impetuoſity of a man, torn 
with contending paſſions—agitated at once by love, 
| reſentment, by hope, and by deſpair—your fame has 
eyer been dearer to me than my. Own—elet us then, 
- quit this ſcene of horror,'and-reſtore my injur'd Ju- 
lia to her paternal roof. | OE apoofe vet 

Fulia. Attempt not, Carlos, to accompany me, 
home—you know how much my father is wood 

again 


. 
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apainſt you—ſhould we be ſeen together, *twill give 
ſuch colour to the Count's calumny, as may prove 
injurious to us both—for the whole ſtory will fo crowd 
upon his mind— 

Hilario. Egad, ſo it will—then the tables may be 
turn'd upon us, and Ebony make us appear as black 
as himfelf—now, leave every thing to me—FraQiioſo 
and all—I am the man for the old one—if Lady 
Julia will truſt herſelf to my care, I'll undertake'to 
convey her, unſeen, to the apartment of her ſiſter, my 
adored Conſtantia ; and then we can manage her re- 
turn to life with all proper decorum, | 

Fulia. Lead on. I 

Carlos, Muſt we then part ſo ſoon? Oh Julia, 
form'd for the enjoyment of ſocial teaderneſs, my 
heart is doom'd to ſuffer unceaſing diſappointment. 
At leaſt, let me condu&t you ſafely thro the arched 
vaults, and narrow. paſſages, that fill this melancholy 
pile—then will I purſue the guilty Count, and coalgn 
| him to the vengeance of offended laws. 

Fulia. Take with thee, Carlos, all the love l dare 
r0 offer, every anxious wiſh | freely can beſtow. 

Hilario. And as you-don't want any of my courage, 
PII take it all with me, to. guard my precious charge 
—and then, fire and tow ! let me ſee who will dare to 
' come within arms length of us. 

Carlos What is to be done with the owner of your 
trophy there. 

Hilario. Ay, the raſcal in the pound—we muſt rake 
him with us, and ſecure his evidence, by promiſe of 
pardon. 

Carlos, But notwithſtanding your courage, "WTO 
 *twill be as prudent to have ſome officers of juſtice to_ 
aſſiſt us. _ 

Hilario. Certainly—for the moſt .dauntleſs ſpirit 
may be ſometimes ſeized with a cold perſpiration—but 
never mind—move on—['l! lead the way (brandiſbing 
bis ſword) follow cloſe if you pleaſe tho', and we 
ſhall ſooner be out of this curſed old den of Philiſ- 
tines. [ Exit. 


SCENE 
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. 
. 


Wy 1 < EN a W. TOO 
4 \Room in Wh cTI080) s  Hoves, 


"Eater VR BITE baſtilp. 


Annette, Where can wy young Lady T: gone ik 
kin fearch'd for her all over the houſe—ſhe wut 
certainly haye gone abroad—and ſhe may thank me 
For the opportunity—how aſtoniſh'd ſhe will he, when 
The knows what I have overheard—T muſt ſay, wy 
talent for liſtening has been 'of great ſervice ta me in 
life, and has help'd me to unravel a __ of mate 
ies. 


; 50 xG. 


| by ' A fweet cali courtier: -once gaveme.a kiſs, 
- Andpromis'd-wre' mountams, +# TI world be *; 
But ſoon I fownd! courtiers were calleoe/to ſhare, 
« -o ; $04 mouataies and male hills with thern were the (ame. 


[0 BE SPOKEN * 


; For that at ver night, ergy & was at m y fo vourite 
W-Pocal liſtening, 1 beard a ruſtling of filks upon 
.the, air-caſe, there was my ſpark ny love to my 
Lady? s maid, "rigged out in an old FN \ of, of "ff wil- 
.Utcfies ; ſ9— 


Ren: founs.cupnices as as he. 


" by : 
7 -+.1 


TR bY al 


"A Foy CURL tears were unceaſingly bed, 
. . Fax her ſpqule, her prateQor, her al} that was dead ; 
.  *Made me wonder the dame ſhovid tuch ſorrow f pet 
"Ill 1 PREY ihe Had A CnCae ns 


Recs BE 8rOK Bn } 


SPP 


Nadie: 
® x | | , 
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drawing-room,. ** come, widow, don't carry on this 
++ farce any longer, it's troubleſome to be ſqueezing 
* out tears from morning to night, marry ine at once 
*© you know my merir—lI managed your late kuſ- 
** band's bufineſs the laſt five years of his life.” 


No longer [ wander'd the dame ſhould ſurvive, 
Whea I found that ſhe had a-kiad couſin alive, 


III, 


-A maiden of frety, ſo pare and ſo prin, 

Av tail as maypole, and nearly as flim, 
Protefted her pleaſure: in life were all o'er, 
At length [I perceiv'd ſhe'd ope comfort in ſtore. 


fro Bx 8POkEN.] 


Far being invited to a ſaug diſh of tea and a little 
ſcandal, I ckanced'ro go ſomewhat ſooner than | was 
_exvected, and paſling her chamber I heard the corner 
cupboard untock, and the following foliloquy, ** Come 
** to my heatt, my beſt ſupporter ; man, faithleſs 
* man, bas lighted and deceived me, you are the only 
+ warm friend I have.” 


Sol plainly perccived, tho? laid fat on the floor, 
Life ill has one comfort for maids of three core, 


_ _#Znter' ConSTANTIA- 


Conſtantia. Annette, what can have detained Hila- 
rio folong?. e% TR ET | 
Annette. What can have detained you fo long? 
I have ſomething to tell you of the utmoſt import- 
ance. | 4 
Conflantia, What mean you ? For Heaven's ſake 
be exphcit—has any thing happened to him ? 
Annette, Yes, Main, to him, and to her, and to 
me, and to all the world. _ | "HEY 


Conſtantia. If you have any love for me, I conjure 


you to ſhorten the miſery of ſulpence—fay, is he 
dead? | 


E Anette. 
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Annette. Ks: Midid—agc is ſhe dead—nor Jan 
nor ahy bolly elſe—we are all come to life again, 
: Conflantia. You rave, Annette—or do you find 
delight in torturing your uabappy wiltreſs ? 
Annette. I torture you, my dear young Lady! I 


Had rather torment a dozen lovers from morning till 


night, than give you one moment's uneaſfineſs, but I 
ai ſo confounded, and ſo oVeJoyed, and lo perplex- 
ed, aad fo 

Conflantia. What can be the matter ? 

Annette. Why then, as I hope for one huſband at 
leaſt, 1 have ſome reaſon to think that my Lady Julia 
is not dead. 

Conflantia. How | my fiſter dive ? 

Annette. | You ſhall hear—juſt now, as IT was 
ſtanding in the paſſage, thinking of nothing, and peep- 
ing, as | now and then do, in a little pocket looking- 


_ glaſs, who ſhould whiſk by me, but the Count Mon- 
' £ODI1, 


| Conſtantia. What of bins ? | 

Annette, He look'd alarm'd and confuſed, and I 
am convinced he didn't know what he was aboat. 

Conſtantia. Why fo? 


Annette. Becauſe he took no more notice of me, 


than if I had been the meereft dowdy in all Meſſina 


—ſo I was determined to go and liften at the door of 


your father's library, where they were locked up to- 


gether. 

Conſtantia. Well! 

Annette. At fiſt I heard ſome muttering about an 
old caſtle, and then the words, ©* Carlos and murder.” 

Conflantia. ** Carlos and murder!” Alas my poor 
Hilario, no wonder you are not returned. 

Annette. Don't be uneaſy, Madam—T am' certain 
no miſchief has happened; for I heard the old Gen- 


_ tleman exclaim, ** Julia not dead, then Carlos muſt 


« be laid hold of,” and fo, Ma'aw, I ran to acquaint 
you with the news, 

Conſtantia.” If you love me, Annette, ſteal ſofily 
back again and try if you can diſcover any thing fur- 
ther. 


Annette, 
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Annette. 1 will, my dear Lady—liſtening is my forte 
——and for ſounds, ſhew me who has a finer ear than 
myſelf. Eau 

Conflantia. My ſiſter ſtill living ! Can it be poſhble ? 


Some dreadful myſtery remains to be difcovered—obh!' 
Julia, how deplorable mult have been your ſnuation, 


SONG. ConsTaNTIA. 


Io the cup of female life, 
| Pleafure ſwims precarious, R 
, "Ee Ah! Well-a-day 
Every draught to maid or wife, 
Flows with ſorrows various, _ 
Ah! Lack-a-day ! 


Fear, our infant peace dellroys, 
C old reſtraint, our youth annoys, 
Falſchood poiſons riper Joys, 
So the cup of female | fe, 
Bitter is, to maid or wife, | 
Ah! Latk, and ak! Well-a-dzy! 


SCENE V. 


A Sea proſpet in the vicinity of Mess1na, with a 
view of SCILLA and CHABRIBDIS—SCILLA 7s a 
rock, with a light-houſe upon it—CHARIBDIS, @ 
whirlpool below, on which the light is to ſhine. 


Suppoſed to be late in the evening, and the llage to be 
ſomewhat darkened. 


Enter CLopvpy. 


Chddy. Sure as I'm born, a pretty tight ſportſman, 
ſomething queer is going to happen, by reaſon my 
right eye did fo tickle and itch this morning—and our 
cat made up fuch a woundy thick tail, that—bur where 
o' the name of dickens have I wandered to? Ho! 1 
lees—there be my old friends, Scyl}a and Charibdis— 
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they ſay, whoever gets clear o* the firſt, falls plump 
down into the latier, that's for certain—if you don't | 
break your head againſt the rock, you are drowned 
below in the whirlpool—ah, it's 'rhe fame with the 
- womeni—the moment you get quitien 0 one, pops 
You're laid hoid of by another, 


SONG. 


Love 1s novueht but care 
Sorrow and repentance, 
Tf the objeQ's fair, ; 
Sooner comes your ſentence. 
Round a pretty wife, 
Swarm your pretty fellows, 
She's ſet up for lite, 
ns You're fet down tor jealous, 
| Thus do married men, 
Knowledge to diicover, 
Schoot-bey hke, again. 
Con their Horn book over, _- 
TolJ-dce-fol-de-ro!, 


\ 


If to longer young, 
Madam's teeth are going, 
Stil) ſhe has a tongue, __ 
Whictr you're fure of knowing, 
Morning, noon and night , 
Chatter, clatter, clatter, 
Tho? ſhe canvot bite, 
&weetly ſhe can chefter, 
Charming honey moon ! 
_- How they munch and mumble ! 
Preſto, changed the tune, | 
How they growl and grumble! $ 
Tol-de-rol. 


. Thus om pouting lips, 
; | Or from pouting temper, 
| | Madam often trips, | 
| | Sp uſe would often Hemp her—- 
| | Ob, what blſ{stul Rate ! 
| When iuch doyes are billing— 
| Short indeed the date, 
Such delights are killing. 

| bel C0 So, my faucy long, 
| It indeed co fb 'tis, 
l Stiles both old and young, 
| Sciila or Charibdis, 


_ --- 
—_—_——_— . 
Pl 


'Tol-de-ro!-de-rol. 
Enter 
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- Enter AnneTT E—(baſtily. } 
Annette, Oh, Brother! My dear brother Cloddy, 


I'm glad I've met you—V'm almoſt trighten'd out of 


my wits. 


Cloddy. That's unlucky—becauſe why—you hat 


no great deal to ſpare, 
Annette, Then I'm a true fifter—I take after you 
— but no matter—I have ſuch wonderfull news to tell 
ou. ! | 
f Claddy. It's no more than I expeQed— 1 thovughe 
our cat's tall did not ſwell for nothing—whart be ir? 
Annette. Why, I never liſken—but I have a way 
of overhearing, you know. | 
Claddy. Yes, I know you have—wounds, here's 
Scilla and Charibdis both: in one—but on with you. 
Annette, Well—I heard the Count tell my old 
maſter, that his daughter Julia, my dear loſt lady, 


was (till alive=that the great burial was all a flam— 
and that ſhe was found lecreted in an old caſtle, under _ 
the prote&tion of Signor Carlos, her firſt lover, who, 


he ſays, aided by Conſtantia and *Hilarro, were th 
authors of - the whole conirivance.' IR 


Cleddy. Od 1atten! I don't believe it—] believe 
that black dog I uſed to ſee on the paraper, was the 


real poacher ; he and the Count, depend ont, were the 


Enaves that laid the ſnares. 

Annette. So | rhink—and therefore F have ventur- 
ed abroad this dark night, at my Lady's deſire, in 
hopes I 'may be able to fee Madam }ulia, who, they 
fay, is ſtill at the caſtle, and give her intelligence of 
the plots that are carrying on againft her at this mo- 
ment. | TRE) | 
Cloddy. Oh! ho! So then 1 find your great folks 
carry on their plots in the dark, as well as us little 
ONES, : | 
Annette. Yes; the old Gentleman, at the inſtiga- 
tion of the Count, has ſummoned the city guard to 
their aſſiſtance, and ordered the gallies to row round 
LHR * ' the 


— Þ fo» oo. AD 
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the light houſe, in caſe Carlos Ry his friend ſhould 
put off 10 fea ; for he has refolved this very night to 


acrreſt, and convey them t9 prtion, Cowe' with me, 
brother— there is not a moment to loſe. 


| [Noiſe without. 
 Cloddy. Be WoUR 2 -momoens to find neither ; for 
 haie are the whole poſſe at our heels, and as 1 don't 
much like a prifoo-—why I'll make bold to ſtep be- 
hind that tree ; and hen, ſiſter, as you do, by way of 
gverhearing. [Runs bebind the tree. Þ, 
Annelle. And ſo myſ} L tos, by way of fecurity. - 
| [Gets bebind another tree. 


Enter Conan; Fr act1080, Sa Ee. if avith 
| torch lights. 


Frafliefo. C entering) Go forward with the Vights, I 
tell you—l can't ſee 21. inch before my noſe (advances) 
4 his. it is to be hauled out at midnight, when we 
ovght to be ſnug In our beds. 

Count IE Sir, the honour of your family, 
which mult -be ſupported, | 
* Fr«QHinſo. (previſhly. } So. I do, Conm—T do confi- 
der it—bu! | can't help f:ying, I with it could be ſup» 
ported in broad day, with a warm-fun over our heads 
-—nothing can be ſo dreaafu!, as the Thriekivg of owls, 
and the croaking of frogs, when one muſt climb bat- 
tlements, an1 dive tnt0- caverns. 


- Cornt. ly" Wiles ions unleſs fame and ow : 
 perty were at ſtake, 


Fradie/o, There it is—was it pot for « one "vmevger 
ty, i thould not inuch care. 

Count, Who knows to what lengths the confpire- 
tors may go?—dereRtion may. make them deſperate. 

Frafticſo. Zounds! fo it may—that raſcal, Hila- 
740, is one of the gang + warrant;—He's a moſt def- 
perare dog, believe ne, - oe 

Count, No donht he is. | 

Fradiofſo. That fellaw, and his friend Cartos, nave 
been my torment thele five years, on and off. They 
come 19 at @& windaw to one daughter, and: lock ano- 


ther 
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ther up-in 2 caftle—look ye, Count, I can't ſay | ever 


doubted you—and now | am convinced that Conſtan- 
_ tia—Carlos—Julia—that damn'd Hilario, and all ef 
them, have joined in a confpiracy to rob and murder 


us—for- if they bring dead people to life, they foon- 


can make live people dead, 
|  » Copnt. You know, Signor, that your daughter Ju- 
lia went to Palermo, at your own requeſt, for change 
_ of air ; it was not then m my power 10 attend her— 


news was brought to us of her deceaſe, and funeral 
honours followed in due courſe—this you are ac-- 


quainted with—but you know not, perhaps, that 


Carlog's ſervant, if not himſelf, was difcovered prying 
about during the ſolemnity. 


Fradioſo., Zounds! Pm alb over ina contig _ 
Ill 


rion—where is the caſtle? which is the road? 


ſeize them myſelf—hah ! here are ſome of them—- _. 


ſtand back—keep back with the lights—ler' $ liſten— 
'muun'! (they retire) 


LExeunt guards and men with lights. 


Enter. Jours and Ht.amro, followed by Ben- 
EIS, ' NARDO, guarded. 


Fa iz. Wonld we were at home ! "tis a dreary, dif- 
mal journey, in the dead of night. 


| Hilaris. No doubt you think fo—-fince you have - 


bich obliged to ſeparate yourſelf. from poor Carlos. 


Fradtioſo. ( afide to the Count.) Did you mind that, 


Count—l told you'I ay thro' the ptot—there's no- 
deceiving me. 


Fulia. | dread the meeting-with my father—he is 
f9 credultous and: partial to: the Count. 

Hilario. | know it—burt if he wort: believe his 
own eyes, and will perfiſt in perfecuting you, do you 
think FI ftand Mel by—>no—as I have brought 


you from- one old: fotrering fabric, I won't ſee you - 


Fradlieft. 


entomb'd i in anther, 


| he 18 the wicked one. 
| What are you about ?. 
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Fradtioſs. (ruſbing forward. ) You won't, —you 


imp—you puppy, won't you ? —Count—guards— 


ſeize him—he 1s the wicked one. | 
__ Hilarie, No—lſeize the Count—there he ſtands ; 
[Guards ſeize Hilario. 


 Futia. (Adwvancing.) My father! 
Fradieſo. Keep off, cockatrice— ſee thro? it all 
—you can't impoſe upon me, didn't you pretend you 
was dead—put the whole family to the expence of | 


'» new mourning, and make us cry our eyes out ? 


| Julia. Oh my honour'd parent! liſten to your 
HG 
- Count, Regard her not—falſe to her huſband, will 


the be juſt to her parent ? ? 


Frafioſo. 1 won't hear a word—yov're-an ungrate- 


\Ful girl, and as low minded as that raſcal we have 


_ Caught you with—=you would rather live in an old 


cellar with Carlos, than in a ſuperb manfion with the 
noble Count, your hufband. 

Hilarie. (To guards,) Unhand me, that. I may 
tear that noble monſter piece-meal—come forward, 
you penitent tool of authoriry—you promiſed; if i 
wou'd unpound you, to perk the truth ? 

Count Speak, Bernardo! you can proteQ me from 
the flanderer's tongue, bnt for you | had fallen by 
the poignard of that aflaſſia, Carlos, wha having 
ſtained my honour, wou'd haye- dyed it deeper with 
my blood. 

Bernardo. True my lord—but for me, your life 
had been ſacrificed. But for me, your fame would. 
now be deſtroyed—give me liberty, and I will fully 
explain the guilt of Carlos, and his vile affociates. 

Hilarie. Guilt of Carlos ! oh Belzebub ! that thou 
ſhould'ſt ſuffer mortals thus to outdo thee. 

. Fradlioſo. Stop that fellow's mouth, and releaſe 
Bernardo—lI want no further oroof—Carlos ſhall 
be hang'd, and you fent to the gallies for life. 

Hilario. What, tie me to an oar!—ls this the 
way a grandee ſhou'd treat his future ſon-in-law ? © 

Fradiofo. 
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 Fradliefa. Will nobody ſtop that fellow's EE 2 
You, Madam, ſhall be convey'd to ſome remote dif- 
tance, to try if confinement will reſtore you to a 

ſenſe of your duty. 

Fulia, Confinement, alas, has itſelf no terror for 
your child—But if nature yet pleads for me in your 
breaſt, Oh, let my priſon be my father's home—de- 
vote me nat again, to horror and to death, 

Fradtioſo.. What do you mean by being devoted? 
Isn't the Count your huſband, a man of honour—a ' 
man of fortune, rank and title ? !—you would be de- 
voted only to. that villain Carlos, 

Hilario. Carlos js not a villain—PH tell you what 
— his ſoul is" right honourable, -every inch of it, 
whilſt that of the Count is like the old ſhabby bit of 
parchment that deſcrthes his GUEe> lacks white, 
narrow, cold, and ſhrivelled. 

| Count. Contemptible defamer ! 

. Fradiioſe. Here's a fellow ! talk to me of a ſhabby 
hit of parchment—l that am Vice Legate, Prztor, 
Nuncio, Viguier, Rota, Screta, and fo forth—away 
with him to the galtlies—away. 

Talia. (kneel:ng.) On my knees let your unhappy” 
daughter ſue to you for puftice—tha' doomed herſelf 
t9 inevitable .deſtruQtion, let not her brave dehverer 
be the viQtim of his ewn compaſſionate heart. 

Hilario, Spare yourſelf the trouble, Ma'am—1 
have done my duty as becomes the future fon-in-law 
to a grandee—life's an eternal fee-faw—now I am a 
poor galley flave—in a wonth, perhaps, I' may 
make a cockſwain—in artvwhers captain of a ſquad- 
Tan, and in a third, Vice Legate, Piztor, Viguier, 
Nuacie. Rota, "SIIGAT and fo forth. | 

Fradiofo. (in a great paſſion.) Take him away, 
] tell you, and clap h him 1n trons, | 
[ Hilario is carried off. 
Now, Count, we'll go and engage a veffel—mean- 
while Montauban, with ſome choſen ſolciers, ſhall 
purſue Carlos— We'll revenge ourſelves I warrant— 
an impudent ragamuffin, to compare me to a thabby 
bit of parchmert—zounds | PU have his hide (© 

| 'tann'd, 
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tann'd, that a troop of drummers may find employ- 
ment upon it—lead on, torch-bearers | [Zxeunt, 


AnnetTTE and CLoDDY, come from behind trees. 


Clddy. Here's a pretty buſineſs ! talk of my lay- 
ing ſnares! why, no poacher in all Sicily can trap 
this fox of a Cou t—odratten'it ! I ſhould like to un- 
kennel him, + OY obo | 

Annette. Do, my dear Cloddy—think how they've 
treated that ſweet, kind hearted, laughter-loving 
gentleman, my young miſtreſs's favourite, | 

Cloddy. Yes; and | knows he to be innocent—for 
I mvyſelt ſhewed him into the caltle—and if ſo be, 1 
had na been afraid of ghoſteſſes, I would ha' gone in 
too, | | 

Annette. Dear, dear, how my poor young lady 
will take on—ſhe was (ov eager to ſee her ſiſter again, 
and ſo anxious to find her lover again, that ſhe pre- 
vailed on Valoury, Carlos? ſervant, late as it was, to 
endeavour to hire a boat—and I thou*dn't be at all 
furprized it ſhe was to croſs the bay to the caſtle this 
very night—hiſt ! isn't that muſic on the water, 

[ Seme notes of muſic are heard at a diſtance. 

Cloddy. (lifleninp.) Yes—ſure enough it is—hark ! 
it comes nearer—it's ſome boatmen ſinging as they 
row. to 'ſhore—let us hide ourſelves again. | 

OE: - | [they retire. - 
A row-gally with lighted lanthsrns on board is ſeen at 
a diſtance, rowing towards the ſbore—muſic and 
woices are dtinguiſh'd, Chorus at firſt faintly 
heard, gradually growing louger—a noiſe like the 
Splaſbing of oars accafionally diſlinguiſhed. 


Chorus. 
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Chorus of Boatm BR 


Chearly, chearly, join the ſtrain, 
Mingliog with the daſhing oar;. 
As we plow the placid main, 
Gaining ſwift the welcome ſhore; 
Now of Scylia's rock take eare— 
Of Charibdis too beware— 
Briſk and gay, 
Row away, 
Hold—aow take the ſtaff in ; heed; 
Spring on ſhore—we've reach'd the land, 


ConsTANTIA) (veiled) is handed out of the galley 


" VALOURY, 


Vailobay. 
"Tis fo dark, I wond'rous glad am, 
That we're landed, deareſt madam. 
ConsTANTI A—!0 Boatmen. « | 
- Thank ye, friends, for all your trouble, 
Stay, and I'll reward you double, 
Chorus of Boatmen, 
Glad we wait for your commands, 


ConsTANTIA. 
Tell us where the Caftle ſtands, 


Chorus of Beatmen. | 5 A 


In the dell—-(hro* yoader wood, , 
There it hath for ages ſtood. 


AnNETTE—coming forward, as they are going off. 


Stop, deareſt lady—the birds are all lown— 
Your father—your ſiſter, your lover are gone, 


CLoppy —advancing. 
The old one, for certain, has carried them of. 


' .ConSTANTI A. 


Annette, is it you==do you treat us with ſcoff? 


47 


VALOuRY, 
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Vatoury, CLopDYy, end Corus. 
What old ene, what old' one, has carried them off ? 


Due;—AuwerTtt end Ctoppy. 
if you ſtay, you'll be undone, 


| them. 


Holboa ! Holloa! 
Hotioa-! Holloa | 


Ee  Cruondy. 
As we told you, we're undone. 
W 


Prices withour, etbeed by woites in ſeveral gallies coming t 


_ Vatoukry. | 
Whither, whither ſhall 'we run ? 
Chorus of Saileri—landing. 
Stop, and ſeize them every one. 


* Vatouvey, ANNETTE and Consra NTIA. 


This way—this way—let us run. 


. Chorus of Soldiers —ruſbing from the wings. 
We'll ſecure them every one. 


| Obie: withinr.. 
We've found them —we've found chem. 


 MonTAVUy as} more Soldiers. 


Surround themi—ſurround them, 
And bring them chis way, _ 


Chorus” of Soldiers returnin "g with CLovby, VaLouxy 
Ladies, &c. Seldiersaſſiſiing. 
No ſtruggliog—no ſtruggling. 
V4auotry and Croppy, 
Relegſe us, We, pray. 


MonTavean.. 


Your entreaties are in vain, 
""_ to priſon. you muſt go. 


All 


- 


an” , 
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. il the Party,” 
What's: opr erime 2. 144 
 Cheros.'of Soldiers, 'bec. | 
+, We can't explain—-. | "i 
When: you ſuffer, you will know— | 


| Vatouny Th / CLoppy- 
"-Oh, ho, hog;hp! Oh, ho, ho! 
That will be: ta@ilate to know. 


Dutete=ConsTANTIA on one fide of MonTAUBAN, AN- 
NETTE «n the other, lifling their Io. 


 ConmmranTyA. 
Is it thus a young Lady you uſe? 


| ww, AvwaTisc 
Or thus a kind | ſweetheart \bale ? > 


MonTAUBAN. 


Annette! Conftaniinf Much 1 Fear IS - 
| Some fad diſaſter brings yowhere'z 
Is Carios with-you ? { | 


" Py Poaices. 


No=normnd==na, 
He' s gone—and home we wiſh to go. 


MonTAU3ay, 


Home I condu&t-you—theſe, are our friends ; $; {7% Soldiers 
All may retrethe- conteſt ends, | THEE 


1G; VaLoukty and CLopDy. 
1116 You are /obr friends —— | 
| The! conteſt cads. _ E = 
| | Chorus, | 


Theſe are our friends. 
| The conteſt ends, 


 MonrTavaan 
Comrades, rrewetb<ail ſheath the ſword, _ 
You'll march with'us (Ts Soldiers) yew ſtraight on'board. 


(7 9 Sazler's. e-. $.:' 
F : Charus © -\*>. 'Þ 
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_ Chorus of Soldiers. 
We'll march with you. 
Chorus of Seldiers. 
g We'll ſtraight on board, 
217 SR 


While the trumpets chearful ſoundiog, | 
Echo thro? the woods ſurrounding. 
"Comrades, farewell, &c, 


AY MM. 


SCENE I.—The rampartstof MesS$1nA, with a wiew 
of the quay and harbour, where a weſſel is ſeen at 
ancher, with ſails bent=—on one fide near the front, 
.the gates of the city, with a centry box. 


The CENTINEL diſcovered on duty—A porter paſſes 
towards the quay, with a large cheſt, 


Centinel. Gad! it's a raw morning—I wiſh they'd 
come and reiieve guard—there goes ancther heavy 
load—I have ſeen old Signor FraQtiofo's ſervants 
buſficd theſe two hours, in conveying things on board 
that veſſel—I wonder what it-can mean ? But it's no 
affair of mine—when the old begin to moye off, 
there's more Toom for the young to move on, that's 

my comfort. | | | 


Enter fix ſoldiers —HiLarto as | one, in uniform, 
with large muſlachiss. 


Hilarto. Stay, my {weet—my dear des, 
don't leave me here in the cold. 
Serjeant. 
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Serjeant. Peace, you ungrateful varlet—was'nt 1t 
at your own requeſt, and thro' the intereſt of good 
Montauban, that your puniſhment of being a galley- 
ſlave for life, was remitted, on condition of ſerving as 
a ſoldier? and now woyld you fil] grumble? _ 
 #Hlilaris. | tell you I don't underſtand the exerciſe. 

Serjeant, Don't you ? then we'll teach it you—- 
come—proceed. NG 

[They go thro' the ceremony of relieving guard — 
Hilario © does it awkwardly, and is left as 
Centinel-on duty. METRES 

Serjeant. (Going.) At your peril quit your 297- 

| [.E xit with ſoldiers. 

Hilaris. (S.14s.) Now don't I cut a pretty figure, 
whiſkered. up to the eyes like. a Turk,. and loaded 
with arms like a baggage waggon—lf I ſtay, I ſhall 
be flogged for not knowing my Cuty. Suppoſe 1 
run away—no, I'll te bot if 1-do—T know the worſt 
 on't—to ſubmit like my betters in office, to be cut vp 

alittle—here's an habitation for the future ſon-in-law 
to a Grandeel -no - furniture—no ſtate apartments ! 
(examines centry box.) However, here's a good lock 
and ney to the premiſes, and they pay-no taxes—but * 

ſhall I never ſee. my brave ſriend, Carlos again, 
nor embrace my divine. Conſtantia ?/—no—no more 
ſalutes for me, but with a drawn ſword, or a muſ- 

quet—ah ! poor, poor Hilario ! | 
(Walks about, flouriſhing his arms. 


Enter CLovpy. 


Cleddy. So, ſo, there's the thip 1 ſee—all ready to 
fail—ay, ay, I knew as how there was ſome infa- 
mous poaching going forward—bur I'll expoſe the old 
curmudgeon—1\'Il fetch filter, -and ſetten her on— 
ſke'll cackle—l know ſhe will—for no man ſhall 
take bread /out o'my mouth—no man in all Sicily 
ſhall poach but myſelf, if I can help it—(goirg, comes 
again/i Hilario.) ah, Centinel! how do you do? 

F'3 $5 Hilario. 
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Hilario, Zounds! this is Anrette's brother—he 
don*t know me tn ty regimentals—he may be uſeful 
Go afide) well! how are you? It's very cold indeed—fq 
et's get warm by ſhaking , hands—you're a fine fel- 
low! * , they ſhake hands. 
: Cloddy. Yes, mild af koneft fellow, t00.;—for. when 
ſo be,- I ſees- mifchi&f geing forwatd, that Pre ng 
hand in,” I always.tries tg prevent it. 

Hilario. (Echoing. ) Ye-, you have no kand-i wn ts 

- and therefore rries'to preven! it. : 

Cludily. Yes ;—now do you ſee that veſſel - down 
in the Aerie belongsto that old piece of tottera- 
tion, FraQtiofo—hbe that is the. Vice-legate.. gt 

Hilarss, Rota, Sctota, and fo forth. 1 knov; ? + 
—well, what'is he going to do with that veffet?” . 

Cleddy, PII'tell you—he has gotten a houſe in. the 
reniote part of the country, among the niountzins on. 
the ſea- coall—ang he.is goiog-to take his.th ughter | 
there, and all his plate, and. his Jewels, below 
thing be can carry away. ; 

Phi i What on -- 44 wire q I By 
; . ry, k ey aTys e t 
- Maentoni, her hufband, us welt as. he. was uſe ta, on 
they have had words. to gether, ard I ſup e he 
thinks, if he doegn't cute the property hel, the. 
Count will do it for him. | 

Hlario. Likely. enough—but hasn't he another 
daughter ? | 

Claddy. Yes; but ſhe has no huſband to make 
any claims, and to take care that the never ſhall, he 
has ſent her 10 a convent. - 

Hilariz.. To a convent, has WL. 

| Cladely. Suie enough -to keep her out of the way 
of a moſt miſckevous fellow, one Hilacio—do you 
| know him? h-'s the wickedeſt dog— 

_ Hiluris, Ay, that he 's—T kpow him as well as 
I do myfelſ-—but ſez here's the oid ian coming, 

Chaddy, There he is, an old. rogue—leadiog his 
daughter tobe baviſhed—0d rabbit it—filter can know 
nothing of this fight ;j——I doubr fhe ha" been off her ' 
liitening,'or ſhe'd raiſe tae whole "city with her clack 
— how 


_* 


fit- ; 
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—how a' name o'fortune has he: made Madam Julia 
conſent to go? But ſhe's a ſweet lady, that's the 
truth on't, and as traQtable as a ſtaunch pointer. 
Hilario, Can't you contrive, to aflift the lady? I 
dare ſay yow're full as clever as you're honeſt. 
 Cloddy. | tell you what, centinel—I wou'd do any- 
thing to ſerve her, becauſe why, when I accidentally. 
tumbled down once, and killed a large covey of par- 
tridges, ſhe interfered with her father, and ſaved me 
from a dangerous fore throat (/bews his meaning- 
wvith his hand) oh, you old hard. hearted bit of 
juftice I. LE | [runs out. 


Enter FracT1o0s0, leading in JUL1A, followed by a+ 
Servant with a travelling cloak ana bat. 


Frafiefo., It don't "goity . talking—you muſt go. 
and you ſhall go—and I will have you. go—I ell 
you again, between the mad Count, and the cun- 


ning Carlos, I-don't think my life is worth. a year's - 


purchaſe. | LED 

Tulias Had Carlos been fo inconſiderate, as to en- 
tercain improper hopes, the letter you bave juſt now- 
obliged me to write to him, muſt have extinguiſhed 
them all-=Oh Sir! why did:I write but to oblige my 
_ father—where do I wiſh to live and die, but under 
his proteQting root? Let me not however, be torn. 
frommy loved lifter, tne partner of my infancy, the 


only companion of my happy days, I ever now can. 


cheriſh 7 | 
Frafioſo Your fiſter is ſafe enough in a cloiſter—- 


ſhe has &- +uſband to frighten her poor father —dort. 


you remeinber now. fierce the Count look'd at .our laſt 


in:erview ! he knit his brows and faid, .* Ough! I. 
will hive my. wife” —then you cried—*: no—no” then - 
| he replied, *©* blood. and oons! | will .have her. 


dowry” then | toc, cried, * no, no”—fo I am deter- 


mined to hide both you and he property, where they. 


will be fafe.from a furious .huſband, and an artful. 


lover. | 
Bu Fig: Tulia,. 
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Fulia, 'Oh, Sir! conſider your difliefs'd-child;! ©. - 
Frafttioſn. Yes, and Vil conſider my diſtrefſed-felf—. 
I ſhould not be ſurprized if they were to try eo lock: 
me up likewiſe in an old caſtle—therefore diſpatch— 
come on board while- there; ts nebody to interrupt—: 
nay, eo demurring—who knows but that dog thlario, 
| may have made bye {capes and be o BOW At: — to out» 
- Futia. Muſt I then renounce aver ra hops! 
Oh, Carlos | Carlos! - - 7 < 
Fra iofo. Come, no atyigr—tio to the boat—Anv 
thonio ! {#0 @ ſervant) Condutt her on board—give 
me my failing cloak and hat—l ll but wait for the 
- Captain, and follow—take thoſe diamonds, Julia— 
there, | knew: your would not ' be diſobedient. © 
- {Giver ber a caſket. 
* Fulic ia. Diſobedient ! Alas't nn implicit ſubmiſhon 
to your will, has brought on-yout anhappy Juliaevery 
misfortune of her hte. F Gives her hand ts the Ser- 
© want, who leads ber to tbe quay, 
FraG teſs. T think there 18 nothing elſe but misfor- 
tunes When we have to deal with women—lofs of. 
property, as well as lofs of time, (looking about) where 
cx this <— {OS be yooe's to ag CentineÞ! 


oy hg (To Herts. 

» Nilgrioi Your ur ?/ | 

' Prattioſe. root to pit on bis elduk )- Have _ 
obſerved av body watting here abour? _ 

Hilarin (helping him) þ have.—Give me. leave to 
afſi(t 6 th honour. 

Hilario,. 'T hank you. | friend—ikho have you ob» 
ſerved? 

* Mitarid. Two or three ſtern-looking: fellows; 

Fradtoſe, Vivo. or three ton ow #larm me-—who: 
were they? —what did they ſay 2 .. 

- Hilario, They enquired FT had ſeen a. lee: de» 
crepic old gent} wan, ejubark 6n board x veffek; - 
Fratiofo. The devil they diil—Vm all over ins 
tremble—t'dere fav that cevit Hilario, was one of the: - 

party—nv body . elſe -wou'd have alked ſuch a quet 
ME Oe PIR Gn bt 
F- Ta Hilario 


Im 
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Uilarie.' Yes,'he- was vDge—T know. biry>—he is now. 


one- of. us=he's:made-a ſoldiers, - OSA 6 
Fradtieſs. 'That's too yur ak bim—what Sg l 
is he m* 1 


Hilario. (flops pulling on bis rap.) Very indiffe- 
rent at preſent—hufhi | 
Frafiofo. Why, — the devil are you about ? 
' Hilaria.. (Putting his band in the cloak, and bears 
it up to Fraftiofs's eyes) 'It can't be—yet it.ig-—there 
they. #0 RR" ee this way-—don' t Poe lee 
th:m2 , | 
* Fradioo. See who? why youwor'r levme fee any | 
thing. | 
i/ario. | Who, !—the ſome. Kern jopkidg fellows 
that were: in ſearch of | the-little .deerepid old gentle- 
+ /man——and there—there's' that fu you- talked of 
—tbat imp of the devil, Hilario—ſee, they' re all with 
their ſwords drawh. 
_- Fradtinſo. ( rightened) Bm maidder'd— Pm dead | 
man. (muſic fs _— ) Why, they =_—_ got my- 
tak Þ .- ©.565- 
| Hilarie, Yes, to drown your cries—den' t | >! 20 
ſee you—don't look at eMerrget: Into. My box. ERS 
Ly,,and 1]lproteR. you- ;, _ IS 
.. Fraflioſo,. Look at PH 25. ſo terrific. L iO 
icarce fee wy own. way—open: Four: door, quick, 
quick—(goes to the box.) _ PI 
Hilario. (ſhoving him in) There—yper in—quick 
—and dow tlir ul J.eall:you--nor don't be ſurprized- 
-at any thing I may du—or lay—but think 1 It a (cheme. / 
of wine, ito get them away. | 
Fradiofe, (in bozs). Thank FE; thank ye, zo0d cens =. 
tinel, get them away as faſt as you can. ih 
_ Hilaris. (docking bim'in, and putting the. hey in his. q 
"enobesd I will, I will—buzza ! what toldier ever did 
his duty better—I've reliev'd thegarriſon—impriſon'd j 
the enemy— promoted myfetf—and now all that's left jy 
j 


is to march of with the ſtores and baggage—ha ! 
ns $  thize Rn of oath aa dhe-on to a} 
' 4, - —= - im 
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' _ him to0. ( Puts on Fra8ioſe's cloak and bat, and 
| throws bis own away.) - Let me dreſs as -becomes a- 
| Grandee=that is to be... ne 


Enter CayTaAlN and SatLoORS; 


Captain. All health !'Signor FraQtioſo—the Lady 
_ ftays for you onboard. / _ | 

- - Hilario. Captain, it is our pleaſure to-embark— 
farewell Grandee—Pm off with the moveables. (afide; 

then goes up to the box) You ſee | have got on-your- 
' cloak—to get them away. | | 

Fra8izsſo. (from the box) That's right. 

- Hilarioe, If ever yow lee- that dog Hilario again, 
_ depend-upon.-it, ll be cloſe-at his-heels. [Exiz. 


(Enter ANNETTE; 
 Amnette. A fine piece of work, truly—pop off one- 
daughter to a convent, and "ſhip off another to the. 
Lord knows where—1 have already counterated the 
firſt ſcheme, and hope I ſhall be in time to prevent the 
.other—Ha ! who is that coming this way ?- It's the- 
wretch Bernardo—he ſeems much aguated.:. 


Enter BxxnasDo. 

Bernardo, Ungrateful, treacherous villain ! after - 
having hazarded my life in his ſervice, to inake an-at- 
tempt upon it himſelf. nt FAS 

Annette: Who made ſuch an attempt, good Ber- 
nardo? Who could be baſe enough to attack fo pre- 
cious a life as your's 2: | 

Bernardo, Who? That monſter, the Count 
Monron. - | | | 
| Annette. What, your friend and patron-? / < 
| + Bernardo. The- ſame—finding me reſolved no- 
| longer to aſkiſt his criminal deſigns again the Loy 


'A DAMATRG Fare 


Juli, and her father, od ffOffing my diſcovery of 
the paſt; he would” have. Rees my lence” by the 


dagger'sipoint.. 


Annette. That's one way indeed, 'of making one” 


hold-ore's to 

Bernardo: - 1 jocki'y averted eto; and wouſt 
have averg'd it, but the diſappointed iſaflin took re- 
fuge in a boat, thatwas' waiting for:him' on the bexch, 
and'has, 1fuppoſe, fled bis country'for ever. 

Anvette, Fn my mind *his country 'is very 'much 
oblige 10/him,- [Ir would:be Hucky If all countries 
wm Bt Tig of *their- ſeger onemſer in 'the ſame 


hive 0 IF 1 hw? determined now, to "make every | 


atoneient in my po@wer. - 
_ Ametve.”  Iyderds-;l think it's bigh db then, 


$ my friend, your affertian reſpeQing the guilt of Carlos. 


- WAS A mitake, and a bulge xt that old caftle 
ug —— fr £5, n" 5 

_ Bernardo, ol name it notfborrer and remorſe 
overwhelm me—»woud 1 con'd ſfeeBignor Praftiofo ! 


.. be knows nat; that Carlos, whom: he defpiſed- «nd 


a2 Nene has: been the faviour- of his daughrer's life. - 
I { Fraftioſeipe apo thre? a hols Yn the cam box. 


Annette, None but fuch an obſtinate fimpleton ne. 


ny maſter, could tiave-besn ſo impoſed upon. = 
Bernarde. He has been ey de+ 
cerved; i: 

Annette. Oh! be $ always made fool of—he 
__ oy be od: VU pil in ſome phe for life. 


dag peep again. 


7" Emer DOT, Laughing. 


| Cleddy. Hal: ha !. ba \—diſter—ſiſter—kelp me to 
taugh a.litthe—ha ! ha! .ha 1 
« (Annette. - (mocking) Hal ha! ha 1—you don't 
ſeem to want any help, What's the matter wiſe» 
acre?.. 
Cloddy, Þ'!l tell you>-you ſee that ſh' 'p—old Foes 
t101Q 
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tioſo hired it to carry his daughter, and the reft of his 
goods and chattels, to- the Black Mountains, and in- 
tended to go with them himfelf—well, the Lady and 
. the things are on board, the wind fills the .main-maſt, 
buzza ! there goes a farewell gun [yun ffres] but in 
ſtead of the old. gentleman, who the devil. do you 
think has taken his place ? O08 
Fra#ioſe, Why, the devil himſelf. | 
Cloddy. No, but a near relation of his—Hilario. 
{ Fraftioſo gives him a blow on the back with his 
| þ , thro the bole, then roars out, with bis 
gs | bead thro! it, and hicks the deer furiouſly, till 
"e he burſts it open ] Sia 
Fradioſo. You villain—holloa ! ftop the ſhip— 
fave my property, that's all I care for—bolloal _ 


| + [Roaring and flamping. 


Enter CongTaNnTIa- 


Conflantia. How has this happen'd, Sir ? 
Fradieſo. Qut of -my way, Jezebel—I dare fay- 
you areas. bad-as the reſt. {Running about frantic, 
Annette.. How came you. out of the way, when a 
man?carried off your daughter. 2 EE 2 IIS 0 
Fradtinſo., Would: he: had: carried you all of! fo 
that he had. taken nothiog elfe.- 1 NIE OT 
Anneite. Q fye! that's not at all like my; poor. 
old grandmother.  _ TYEIA 
rraftioſn. (Running about in a-florm of paſſion. 
Curſe your poor oid grandmother—there they go— 
but. 'Il be.after them—you knave, you minion of that 
raſcally Count ( ſeizing Bernardo) come with me— 
get into a ſhip, and if you overtake that veſſel, Pit. 
fave your lite—if not, IllereQ.a-gallows, and hang 
you, and mylelf too—and you, you-poaching dog, 


you ſhall make one of the bunch! [Exit, taking 
Bernar do with him, and trying to ſeize Cloddy, 
who eſcapes. Fee 3,9 , 


Chadey, 


N 
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Claddy. Noa—noa—thankee for the offer—an 1 
do ſwing, I ſhould like-to have the whole tree to my- 
ſelf. + . [Exit on the other fide. 
Annette. Well, Madam—it's lucky I contrived to 
et you out of the convent—my talent of liſtening, 
$ been of ſervice to us'all—tho' I little thought 
your father was rivalling mein my art—he has over- 
heard Bernardo's full confeſhon of the Count*s guilt 
.and I ſhould hope the old gentleman is not quite out 
.of his mind. ed ev ode,” # 
Con/tantia. But what is become of -poor Carlos? 
you ſaid, when you delivered: him my fifter's letter— 


Annette. Ah! the one her barbarous father forced 
her to write to him. Eg | 

. Conflantia.” Forced indeed, Annette—'twas the 
.only alternative he left her, to fave herſelf from bong 
again committed to the power of her tyrant hul- 
band. INS | 

Annette, When Carlos real the cruel mandate, 
commanding him never to think of her more—oh'! I 
ſhall never forget him—he pauſed—then read it again 
— then tore himſelf away, ſaying, the would feck re- 
fuge in ſome happier clime. ', 

:Cenflantia. | truſt his friend Hilario knows of his 
retreat. TOR 


Enter MonTauBAan—baſftily. 


Montauban. Lady, if you have any pity for your 
- father, you'll haſten to'the Quay. He1s at this ma» 
ment engaging a veſſel to ſail, he knows not where ; 
and is ſo outrageous, I believe none but -yourſelf can 
_ quiet him. 22d qa pow 
 _Conflantia. Fil :go 'to him _direQly—come, An- 
nette. | 44.9 2. 
Annette. Certainly—Ma'am—all tbeſe diſaſters are 
brought upon us by that deteſtable Count, your -maſ- 
ter, (/0 Bernardo) Huſbands indeed ! I ſhould never 
think of ſuch wretches—and if ever, Montauban, you 
attempt to put your wife down into a cellar, let me 
adviſe 


Fo 
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adviſe you.to beware-of your own ypper flory—come, 


madam. ETA 2% os dt oe Sr IG REELE oo? is 
ere Pg Conſtantia. 

. © Montquban, True it is, 1 was, a,firay aghgrent to 
the-Couot.ſo long as I tho: pabe him, an,hqnourable. 

| patron-—now; juſtice. to, myſelf demands, that 1 ſhould 


withdraw, my ſervices from one ſo; treacherous, and.un- 


— 


ti 
. LC 2% 
| 


= 2. © : \ xr 
my Cc. c,;>* , > 
_ , 


"ONCE Moran 
=>. ,"" Vain are ambitions bafe deſigns,” ” | 
2,4, *And:weak exch-fond>endeavonr,.” i. 

$7 While guilt the fabric undeemines, + - - 
4 + "The, hearts wreeched ever. WP 
© © Love, the dear inmate of the ſoul, 
..7 From honour wittnotVFever, -- © 
$5 _ It ſcorns opprefon's rude controv], x 
of | ; 


RS 
A: rocky dell on. the. coaft of Calabiia, a Fiſherman's | 


- but in view. 
Enter a Fiſherman, © 


Fiſherman, (entering) Ah! poor Geatleman ! 

. *-There: the; gavs, as:uſual, to mope and .pine:amiongt 

thoſe ruinated places:by'the:ſea ſhore-—well, if avzhiow 

I-hado?t:been-in.: the:way, be iwould: have: ghee nods | 

to, have: died for: it-—this  duelling-is a, lad thing 
amongſt gentlefolks, tho' it ſeems to gain ground now, 
.amongſ -people-who are tio gentlefalks—1I thipk-Ihear |, 
ſomebody approaching=—pray Heaven it be none; of 
the-robbers who infeft this.part of our Ealabrianccoaſt 
—thof”-they car get nothing ſrom-ſucha poorifellow — 
As me. = Fas Fogel 


_- 


. Enter 


- 
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Enter. Va Louty——babily. 


- Faluary, 0 lord ! Where am 1} I believe T'nt 
Nfe at ſaſt—no, I'm not—here's' another of Tem— 
forgive me my* ſas! Ah, Sir! {weer, beautiful Sir ! 
pray don't rob and rder me ; for As. Flive that fa- 

vour has beeo done me already. 
Fiſberman. Has it indeed ? Then T' muſt ſay you 
bear it wonderfully—why, what does te fool take 
me for ! 

Palury. Take you for ?' A footpad to be ſure= 
no, I'don't—l take' you for a gentleman, an ho- 
nourable gentleman, but a'burnt chitd, you know. — 

 Fiſberman.' What, have you too been burt? There 
is a poor wounded Signor hard” by, that I have been 
taking care of for ſome days palt. 

Paloury. A wounded Sipnor! What 1s be called ? oe 

Fiſherman. | think | ſaw onthe back of a letter 
He is always reading, the name of Carlos. 

Valoury. Carlos | What Carlos! He that is in 
love with the Lady Julia—he that 15'the rival of: the 
Count Montonti—he that is maſter to- the- ſweeteſt 
and: belt looki fſeryant that ever had an appetite— 
where is he? Let me fee him—I am his faithful 
tollower—and have come here on. purpoſe to make 
him laugh and be merry. 

Fiſherman. Then yow'are come to. very lie pur- 
poſe. He's wounded both in body and mind—L 
fear, in pre” ot my kill, he” Il not be long above 
water. 

F alcury. Above water !' Why, what's the matter ? 
'What has happened ? - 

Fiſberman. All "; you ſhall het —reruraing | 
from fiſhing the other evening, I ſaw land out of an 
open boat. two men of denemt appearance— more ſo 
than either you or 1. - 

Valoury. (ſurveying bimfelf. ) Speak for yourſelf 
if you pleaſe—bur go on. 

. Fiſberman. 1 overheard one ſay, *% This retired 
place will ſuit.” The other replied ; ©« It wil—and 
the event will prove who beſt delerv'd her.? Well, 

© they 
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they walked into a wood—1 followed, to ſee what it 
all meant—direcly they drew their ſwords, and after 
round or two, one unknown gentlemag fell, and the 
other fled, leaving him for dead, x 

4 alousy. And the other was the Count, beyond all 
doubt—oh, the butcher ! But where is my poor 
| matter ? Shew me to him, 

Fiſberman. IT am only going down to: the ſhore to/ 
prepare my tackle ready for the next tide ; and if 
you'll follow me, in a few minutes Ill dire you to 
where the poor gentleman paſſes moſt -of his time. 
He is. ſadly out of ſorts, that's. the: truth of it. 
But my ſkill, perhaps, may do ſomerhing. [Exit. 
Valoury. / Alone.) I'll fated iter! Wounded 
both in body and mind—however, PII raiſe my own 
ſpirits, left I ſhou'd damp his—oh ! this love! They 
manage thoſe matters much better in England, that's 
the country for people to marry in. ps 


- 


. -S 0 N S.. 
»O FO a country for pevple to marry ny: 
Love and its comforts they never mifcarry in. 
Miſs waots a huſband, and maſter a wife, 
Parents conſent, and they*re bappy for life. 
If one bed won't do, 
They put wp Wwitir two z 
The good wife loves to roam, 
| The good man tgp at home; | 
At night they retire from their merry. go rounds, . ; 
He's got a few bottles—fhe's Joſt a few pounds, | 
If ſuch the delights ſuch fond'wnions _ 
Say who won'd live fingle a week ? 
Happy pair! 
Say, who wou'd live wo 2 week ? 
| J 


1 I 
4 p 
.* 
- 


Fortune, perhaps, the dear couple may ſmile upon ; 
Field for the fair to ſhew off her grand ſtyle upon, 
A coach agd fix horſes—2 ſervice of plate— 
A beau for ſoft ſervice—a dozen for ſtate. 
Should pocket be low 
To trafhc they go; 
A great rout is declar'd, 
A rich Faro prepared. 


Th 
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The gueſts return lighter ocrhons than they went ; 
The ſupper's diſcharg'd, and the hoſts are content. 
If wedlock = permanent joys can diſplay, 
Pray, V who wou'd live ſingle a day. 
| Charming ſcene! 
Pray who wou'd me fingle a _ _ 


ItL.. & | 


Lacky i in theſe, they have _Y refources das ; 
Sweet ſeparation, and tender divorces too— 
If our wife in @ friend teo much confidence puts, 
We thruſt a ſtitetto ſtraight into ws we 5 
They only look big, 9 
By a Counſellor's wig ;- 
And the weapon they draws, 
-Is.s limb.of the law 
- Both parties for damage good naturedly for, 
© -Aad their wrongs re ſet right by a Nabob os Jew ; $ 
If huſbands ſuch recompenſe bave in their owe? 4 
Then, who wou'd live fingle.an hour? 
 _ Pieaſant rogues! 
Then who wou'd live fingle an m_ [Exrte, 


SCENE - TIE. | 
4 pauriſque view of ruins of ancient magnificence, 
© ſome flanding in tolerable preſervation, —ſome quite 
decayed and overgrown with ivy—the remains of a 
| beautiful arch are ſeen in the middle, thro which 
the fea is diſcernible. | | 


CarLos diſcovered writing on 'a fone, part of the 
|  ruins—bis arm bound up. 


| Carlos, ©* Here died Carlos, who lived but for 
Julia”—thar is my epitaph—there the penſive 
moraliſt, or chance wanderer, may read the httle 
ſtory of my fate. Thoſe who loved me, will ſhed a 
tear of recolleQion to my memory z thoſe who but 
profeſs*d it, may paſs the ſtone unnoved—Oh Julia ! 
could I have believed you would have uſed me. 
thus ? (takes out @ letter) can it be her hand ? It is, 
it is—alas, what can ſo deeply wound the heart, or 
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ſo fatally unſtring-each nerve of: life,,as coldnefs and 
ingratitude "from the Ws on which all our o9Pes 
are centered, 


Eater Va LOURY. 


Valoury. There he 7—bleſs me, how chang'd yz 
can that be my once gallant maſter, Sir! S1gnorl! 
Heaven be prais'd we are met once mare, Sir. 

Carlos, We are, and perbaps for the lait: time, 
my faithful Valoury—you' are come to lay your mal- - 


ter's aſhes in the ſilent tomb—look there. 
[ Pointing to ruins. 


Falcury., (looking) T here—why what's that bole ? -- 


' ſurely ir is not a grave ? 

Cerlos Why nor ? what place ſo proper to termi- 
nate my woes ? Time's beckoning” hand; amid theſe 
mnv'dering rvins, ſeems to Invite decaying nature. here 

to ſe. k her laft repo. 

Valoury. Mercy forbid ! | | 

Cartos.” Here is my death Dy WE PO TT; , 
—=all wil! ſoon be 'over ( ſhes Julia's letter) fee—' tis 
Julia's hand—'tis ſhe has ſealed my doom. © -* 

Valoury. Dezr Sir, don't mind what the dies 
write—do let me lead you. to the fiſherman's hut— 
think how wuch more comfortableeven that will be, 
than to remain amongſt theſe broken bits of ſtone, ſo 
hard, that not even an oſtrich could cigeſt them, 

Conia: | Valoury, obſerve my final' tequeſt—t 
thought ere thjs, to have met the triumph of my tolls ; 
but lingering ſtrength ſtill keeps me on the biink of 
fate—defpair muſt fpeed the blow (afide) when you 
ſhall behold me disfigured, motionleſs and pale; when - 
' that cold houſe ſhall take its tenant in, convey this - 
ſtone to the ſpoi—ftrew fome damp earth on your-de» 
parted maſter, then fix the monument, and turn' 
away. 

Oy. Lord! your honour, don't talk ſo dole- 
ful'y 


Carts. 
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. Carlos. One thing befide—thovld chance onde | 


the fair one to theſe lonely ruins, .point out the un- 


deckt ſtone, tell her, oge tear will not degrade her 
honour or incenſe—l can no More-oiny eyes, grow 


din-—my-Rreogth fails. 


. Fahey. Alas! ! my dear maſter, I-am like aa 
_ April day, I wiſh-to ſmile, but am forced to weep ; 
my faithful ſervices were acceptable. when you was 
happy. I hope they will be:doubly ufeful now in 
your diſtceſs. [A ſbip appearsin fight, and ſalutes — 

- 1 muſt be the Joe veſſel that failed abr the 

quay ft Scene. 

There, Sir—do you liear that? Do cheer up a little 


—who knows but that veſlel 2 bring. You COn- 


fort ? 
Carlos. What MESS can it bring to to mi? nail. 


fortune has clouded all my youthful proſpe&ts, and 

flatt'ring hope bean'd forth one tranſient ray, ooly to 

fix a gloom more.permanent. {Sailors ſbout without, 

 Faleoury. Hear, your honour, how } Joyous they are 
—no doubt they're friends. 

Carlos. Perhaps not. noiſe and uproar are often the 


forecunners of. vice and proflizacy—let us retrear, _ 


however, and .ſhelter ourſelves behind theſe ivy'd 
towers. | (T hey retire behind ruins. 


Enter Hit LARID and Juru, Jones by ſailors 


Hilario. ER you rogues —away, you've ſteered 
right, and I have rewarded you. ['Exeunt Sailors, 
$0, our perſon 1s arrived, and all our moveables are 

ſafe—well, charming lauy, isn't this better than the 
Black Monateins? they fay Carlos is in. this part of 
the coaſt—it would haye been full as gallant, if he 
had come down to the ſtrand, to receive our perfon 
on landing. 

Fulia. Alas ! I know not why —my heart forebodes 
ſome new misfortune: 1 ſhudder at the recolleQtion 
of the unfeeling letter my father forced me to write 

G 3 | Ee te 


[Sinks on Patoury” s ſhoulder... 
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to him—why did _the- conutry people tell us he was 
buried among theſe ruins? 

Hilario, Only a figurative expreſſion, 'as we dhedwes: —_ 
termit. He was always fond of poking in odd holes' 
and corners ; fo, the bumpkins call it, burying, himſelf 
alive—Carlos ! holloa, Carlos! (cafting and looking 
round) Gad, was ever lady in ſo whimfical a fituati-' 
on? Her lover hid amongſt piles of old rubbiſh, ard 
her father locked up in a watch-box—Cailos ! Car— 

| hah! what the devil's here? an epitaph (reads) 
«© Here died Carlos, who” —dead ! whv it 1s—O 
Lord! Oh! ho! ho! _ | [Fallson a flone. 

Julin. What's the matter, Sir? are you not well? 

flilario.. Well | y—e—s; very well !—never bet- | 
ter (ri/ing) + who. died for Julia !*? _ 

| OY Loyking on the flone, but pretending not. 

Fulin, Has any thing happened? have you hat | 
yourſelfr' | 

Hilario, I have indeed. (rubbing his legs) This I 
ſtone's fo curſed tharp—Dor?t you go near it—k will 
cut you thro? and thro. 

Julia. You ſeem greatly agitated. What iſcrip- 
tion is that? (going up to the flone ſees and reads it) 
He's Cead! he's dead! (ſcreaming) Almighty 
Powers ! the meaſure of my woes is 6ow compleat, . + 

Hilario. Have p:itience, deareft Jady ! 

Julia, F'en this | could have horne, Hilario, had 
your friend's dying moments witneſſed my unſhaken 
conſtancy, and ever g owing tove—bor to ſuppoſe me 
baſe, perfidious—wirh his 1:{t breath perhaps to curle 
—Oh! *rtis roo much, I can't ſupport It. 

Hilaris Madam, I have litite comfort 10 beflow— 
yet, let me (:y, that grief. when tempered with reaſon, | 
honours alike the living and the dead. FR, 


Futia, (more agitated) Here will I pafs my droop- 


4 ing hour's of life, and weary pet with pray” rs for 5 
Carlos. ; 

[Claſps ber hand in-a Lind bp WY 

Hi/ar'oy, (trying to raiſe her) Riſe, hapleſs lady 


' Fulia. _ 


> 24 yiſed. 


LY 
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Falia. (avith wild reſignation, and trying Fo. get 
up.) Yes—let me riſe—ſuperior to my fate; let ne. 
' aſſert the rights of nature—no brutal Lord, na tyrant. 
father, ſhall reſtraia me more.— Yes, Carles, I lov'd . 
you living—l revere your memory—yow early. taught 
my heart to NANs its laft ONS <—_ beat & os 


Enter Can RLOS YA Vabover, kom the ruins, | 


Carla, Then am I bleſt indeed—my cares are 
flown, and joy and rapture fill my heart anew. 
Hilaris.. (jumping about, and kicking down the. 


lane.) He lives1 be 4g ny ! down with the ſtone, and _ 


kick all infcriptions to. the devil. 
; Julia. My Carlos! my firſt, my oply lovedo di 2 
again behold. you! _ 
Carlos. . Generous, divine Julia !—ang, al friend 
Hilario there, how bas this happen'd? —_ 
Hilario. By making fure of the. old one. | 
Carlos, What mean you? .. BONN 
-Hilario. Only that I have lock'd daddy zrandee BY 
in a watch-box. | | 
Tulia, At leiſure you ſhall know all. | 
Carlas. [kiffing ber band) My ever lov'd, adorable 
Julia! you are the balm in every þ—the ſole. dipoſer 
of my future deſtiny. | 
Hilario Ay, ay, all this is very "a but pray let's 
talk of deſtiny elſewhere—come let's adjourn to ſome . 
. more hoſpitable part of the coaſt to. a warm room, 
and— _. 
= Faloury. A good. diccare: This cold place will 
ſtarve us ; PN follow, Sir _ 
[As they are retiring thro' the arch, Fragioſo, 
Montauban, Conſtantia, Annette, guards, 
: attendants, Wc. ruſh in and flop them. w_ 
FraGioſo. Lay hold of them—down with them 
— hah! hah ! what have you to ſay now, my valiant 
centinel? Here's the little decrepid old gentleman 
_ come again—l perceive you're in indifferent com- 
pany. 
Hilaris. 


j 
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_ - Hilario. [to Carles] Zounds! what's to be done ? 
O for another watch-box ! | 

_ Julia. My dear Conſtantia! fave—implore— 


Fradioſe. Silence in the Court ! Let me get rid of 


What I have tofſay»  — 5 
Carlos. Honour'd parent of my adored. Julia! if 


you did but know—— | 
| Fraftioſse. I tell you I know every thing ; and L 
know what it is to' be locked up in a cupboard. Firſt, 
F fay I have got proofs—proofs about the ſtory of that 
infernal caſtle=So, expe@ a reward for your conduQ, 
you treacherous Quartetto [Ts Hilario, Julia, Carlos, 
and Valoury] What do you deſerve, hah ? you, Mr. 
Juſtice 0a your fide, will you have any-more par- 
tridges ? anſwer me—no, don't—for I wor't be inter- 
rupted, Ns LLES. kk 
Fulia. [to Conflantia.] Alas! -my heart rightly 
foreboded ſome new calamity, | S 
FO Be quiet—l fay I haye proofs—damn'd 
proofs—l] have feen my ſweet ſon-in-law, - that was 
—heard Bernardo confront him—1 have taxed him 
myſelf, and by my famous-croſs-examining talents I 
have drawn out the whole truth. Fhe Count is no 


. 


more married to my daughter than he is to me—the 


ceremony was a baſe deception upon us all—he had 
got anorher wife before. NE, 

Hilario. Huzza-! and I ſuppoſe he has as many 
cafiles as wives to conceal rhem in.  - 

Fraftioſo Will nobody ftop that fellow's mouth ? 
I tell you I have delivered him over to the hands of 
juſtice, and Julia is- her own miſtreſs again, and free 
to do every thing 1 ſha}l command. _. 

Annette. A very great indulgence, indeed! .. 

Fratioſo, Yes, and therefore I command her on 
pain of a nunnery to giye her hand——to Carlos ; 
be has ſaved her life, and now let him preſerve it. _ 

| [Julia and Carlss advancing. 

Don't ſay a word==l hate al] zſpeechifying except my 
own, | | 


\ 


Annette. 


| 


__— 
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| Annette, Moſt people ſeem\to be of your honour's 
opinion—there's a dozen talkers to one liſtener all 
over the world. / 8 fe inte ny 2 | 

Fradioſo. Don't interrupt-me—while I bave breath 
to ſpeak, let me go on-—and that I may get 11d of 
both my daughters, my two'plagnes.at once—come , 
here, you imp of miſchieſ—take.*Conſtantia with a 
very ſmall dow:y—juſt to keep you cool and comfort- 
able—arn't you a pretty fellow with your: Rota, 
Scrota, and pd ens brag Wo Poet ro SGT. 

Hilario. Yes, I believe Fam—Tl always faid T ſhou'd 
he ſon-in-law to a grandee at laſt—My dear Conſtan- 
tia's ſilence gives me room to ſpeak © ' * "Pat 5 

Fradtioſo. Aye, and your dear[Conſtantia's tongue 
will keep your's filem, if. poflible, when you're 
mariied—l never knew any of the ſex that fail'd— | 
Annette, doesn't that put you in mind of your old 
grandmother too? Zounds! here are the natives 
coming down upon ug—we'll let them-partake of our 
F "Julia. Words are inadequate to' ſpeak my feelings. 
Raiſed from the depth of woe, to the higheſt pinnacle. 
of human happineſs, I ſcarce believe the wonderful 
tranſition,—_A ſhort:time paſt,-my heart was.fettered, 
and every ſentiment-of nature ſhrunk from a@ion— 
now all the energies of life ſpring forth anew, and 
duty, love, and friendſhip, 1nſh upon me—Oh ! may 
each varied charatter be well tuftained, that in the 
partial boſoms of 'approving' friends, my future: conduct 
may invite affeQon, and ſecure efteem. 


_ 


FINALE Chirus. 


| Since the gladſome hour at length arrives, 
Which aflition from remembrance drives 
We may hope, with faithful friends and wives, 
To be happy all our lives. 


$0 L 0. 
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Ev'ry joy that's worth poſſeffing, 
_ Friendſhip chearing, love careffing, 


. Life's lovaleable blefiag, 
. Nature? S dear domeſtic ſcenez 


Shall, with at its ſweets ſurrounding, 
| Ai Sweets that nuitore po chagrin ; | 
Sprightly ſong, and jeſt abuunding, 
- Witneſs that the heart! s ſerene E. 


For the g'adſome hovr at length arrives, 
Which affliftion from remembrance drives. 
 &o we 'e hope with faithful friends and wives 
0/3 2. BW be happy all our lives. 


4 af | A's " MonTaunax: 


EE EEE FW kind indalgence bewing, 
| . While, on youth. its gift beſtowing, 
Will, their grateful hearts o'erflowing, 
Feel its carly warmth renewed. 


ComSTANTIA. 


Ycuth, with native ardour firiog, 
 Love-and duty, both conſpiring, 
Every vengeful thought retiring, 

7 ls by generous care ſubdued; 


Since the gladſome hour at length arrives, 
Which affliction from remembrance drives, 
_ Save the Bard who for r favour ſtrives, 
| And be happy all all your lives. 


| | 


EP 1IL.0409:0'z 


SPOKEN by Mrs, MATTOCKS. 


Loves influence drawn from ſcenes of former years, 
Why not pourtray it as it now appears. . _ 
Annette no more—the [talian confidante, 
Suppoſe me now an old French gouvernante, 
With _—_ cringe my pupil*s heart to charm, 
Diſcourſing fond and freely—arm in arm. 
She in the bloom of life, and height of taſte, 
A yard of feather, and an inch of waiſt 3 
Waiſt did 1 ſay ? I meantto mend my phraſe, 
The ſpot which was tKETummit of the ſtays; 
« Young Charles,” ſhe fighs—no—the old Peer, his brothers 
4 I love the one—then, marry with the other— 
« His withered hands, fo terrible to touch, 
*« But then the Coronet upon his crutch— 
« Delightful thought ! That puts an end to ſorrow, 
*© PI have him) if papa conſent, to-morrow.” 
What glowing love muſt ſpring from ſuch a channel ! 
They can't be cold, who're always wrap'd in flannel. 
Tarn we to courtſhip in a different ſtrain : | 
An ancient Venus, and a youthful ſwain. | 
The Pair, if won, a mine of wealth would prove, 
The hero, poor in every thing but love, 
A crumplin ſhe, head ſhrunk between her ſhoulders 
Mount on her back, attraging all beholders; 
With Koſciuſko cap, and zone to bind, 
The neck before, the prominence behind, 
Her tiny perſon, and her cumb'rous pack 
Look like a drum girt round a drummer's back— 
The fix foot ftripling, firm in every joint, 
Whoſe button'd trowſers bruſh the elbows point, 
Whoſe muſlin foldings all his chin encloſe, 
Meeting the pond'rous hat that veils his noſe ; 
With mouth ſcarce ſcarce viſible, you'd think onr beau, 
The man in armour at my Lord Mayor's ſhow. 
* Marry me, ma'am, he cries, and take your ſwing, 
*© Dam'me, I love you dearl|y—that's the thing : 
** Who can ſuch charming accents diſapprove ? 
** My heart's too tender—1 was form'd for love—"" 
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The 


EPILOGUE. 


The little Lady all on tiptoe ſtands— 
He ſtoops—ſhe [{prings—and fo they join their hands. 
If fach of modern love the blifsfal ſtate, 
Who would not chooſe the love that's out of date? 
Sore bright exceptions, ſtill we truſt there are, 
'Th* 2uſpigious papal the Roya) Pair, 
May bring vid” fafhion'HHeeliogs-into vogue, - 
And ſhame the ſatire of our Epilogue. | 
Long ray they live, with fond delight to prove, 
Life's ſweeteſt joys, flow from conuubial love. 


